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Prologue: Zenjirou Returns 


A large carriage drawn by eight dragons advanced over the main street of 
the Royal Capital. 


Of course a magnificent carriage like that was not travelling alone. The 
front and back were tightly protected by knights and soldiers. A relative 
smaller carriage trailed behind it, but it was still large enough to make it 
obvious that it belonged to nobility. 


That were Zenjirou and his company coming back from the March of 
Guzzle. 


Normally, the sides of the road would be brimming with cheering citizens, 
when a Royal Carriage passed through, but this time, it was relatively quiet. 


Nevertheless, the main road was currently closed off and there were some 
curious bystanders or nosey kids running along on the sidewalk, but the 
atmosphere of a “royal procession” did not really come to be. 


It was hardly surprising. The leading characters of the preceding marriage 
ceremony were the groom General Puyol and the bride Lucinda after all. 


Even if Zenjirou was Royalty, he could hardly afford to stand out more than 
the important newly-wed couple. 


As a matter of fact, when General Puyol and Lucinda had returned to the 
capital a few days prior, they had ridden an open carriage in their wedding 
dresses (the groom was wearing his full dress uniform, though) and waved 


their hands with a smile on their faces while they proceeded along the main 
road. 


And although some days had already passed, it was expected that Zenjirou 
made a less flashy return, since he had been nothing but a guest to the 
wedding ceremony. 


In a way, Zenjirou was quite happy about that. 


He might have gotten a bit used to it, but riding a carriage without 
suspension over the hardly paved “Salt Road” had actually been quite tiring 
for him. 


So he was grateful that he could lean back inside the carriage without 
having to wave to the citizens with a smile. 


“Fuh...” 
“Are you alright, Your Majesty Zenjirou?” 


When Zenjirou unconsciously heaved a sigh, the first princess of the 
Uppsala Kingdom on the North Continent, Freya Uppsala, called out 
wotriedly from beside him. 


The young woman shook her short silver hair as she checked his 
complexion, so Zenjirou answered her with a smile. 


“Thank you for your concern, Princess Freya. But I am alright. I was just 
relieved to be back in the Capital.” 


He was not putting up a brave front. Sure, Zenjirou was a bit harassed from 
the long ride in the shaking dragon carriage, but not so much as to call it 
exhaustion. 


Simply put, he was just “really tired”. 
More importantly, he was bewildered by the fact that he did not mind 


having Princess Freya sit next to him so close that their legs were almost 
touching. 


“I see. Once we let Her Majesty Aura in the Palace know about our return, 
we can finally relax, so please hang in there a bit longer.” 


“Hahaha. You sure seem full of energy for all that, Princess Freya. I guess 
you are not the captain of an intercontinental voyage for show.” 


“Fufu, thank you.” 


His smile revealed not the slightest hint of wariness while he chit-chatted 
with her. 


To begin with, Zenjirou had been nothing but a commoner in Japan not long 
ago and ascended into Royalty out of nowhere, so his mentality was not 
toughened to the point, where he could sustain scepticism while a woman in 
the same carriage approached him with affability or rather affection day in 
and day out. 


On the other hand, Princess Freya was full-fledged Royalty, albeit a young 
one, so it was understandable she would get the better of him. 


But even then, the current situation was not entirely going according to her 
expectations. 


“Tt was quite strenuous at times, but it certainly was fun, was it not, Your 
Majesty Zenjirou?” 


“Yes, for sure.” 


When Princess Freya spoke about their mutual experience at the March of 
Guzzle, Zenjirou did confirm it with a smile, but immediately cast his eyes 
to something else. 


He was looking at the Royal Palace. 


His mind was already filled with the Royal Palace, or more precisely with 
his home, the Inner Palace. 


Although Princess Freya sat so close to him that he could feel her body 
temperature, Zenjirou was captivated by the thought of reuniting with the 


still faraway Queen Aura. 
“Hah...” 


Realizing she was not even in his field of vision, Princess Freya heaved a 
sigh as if to say “This is going to be a stiff piece of work”. 
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The first destination after arriving in the Capital was obviously the Royal 
Palace. 


Only after “Prince Consort” Zenjirou reported his safe return to “Queen” 
Aura in the audience room and was complimented for his work by the 
“Queen”, his expedition officially came to an end. 


A marriage ceremony between high-ranking nobility was pretty much a 
state ceremony already. And when Royalty attended it on top of it, it 
became an official event completely without doubt. 


Hence it was necessary to report the return from such an official event, even 
if it was quite troublesome. 


Needless to say, neither Zenjirou, nor Aura could call it a “warm welcome”, 
when they were exchanging stiff words at such a formal occasion. 


So Zenjirou only experienced a “home coming” in the true sense of the 
word, when he returned to the Inner Palace after finishing the formal 
greeting in the Royal Palace. 


“T’m home, Aura.” 


Back in the living room of the Inner Palace, Zenjirou gave his welcoming 
wife a genuine greeting with a tired expression. 


“Welcome back, Zenjirou.” 


Gone to the Inner Palace a bit ahead of him, Queen Aura smiled a gentle 
welcome to her returning husband. 


It was still before afternoon. Normally, Queen Aura would still be busy 
with her duties, but since her husband was returning home today, she had 
taken time off by rearranging her schedule a few days ago. 


Zenjirou could never hope to imitate her in that. He took the definition of 
diligence a bit too serious, so he avoided pushing his work onto others at all 
times. 


Closing the door behind him, Zenjirou pulled his wife standing in front of 
him into an embrace with both arms. 


“Tm back.” 
“Welcome back.” 


The married couple was almost equally tall, so they placed their chins on 
the other’s shoulder, rubbing cheek on cheek, while repeating the greeting 
one more time. 


“Fuuuh...” 


Wrapping his right arm around her back and his left arm around her waist, 
Zenjirou tightly caressed his beloved wife while breathing a relaxed sigh. 


Holding the tender body of his lovely wife in his arms in the only room 
with electricity in this world, Zenjirou finally felt “at home”. 


At the same time, his whole body was assaulted by fatigue and sleepiness as 
though the threads of tension that kept him going had suddenly been cut. 


Although Aura had no way to see his face in their embrace, she seemed to 
sense his state by touch. 


“Are you okay? Why do you not sit down on the couch for now?” 


With these words, she lent him a shoulder and led him to the couch. 
Even though Zenjirou was propping half of his bodyweight against her, 
Aura showed not the slightest shakiness in her steps or in the arm holding 


him. 


If their position were to be reversed, it might not be impossible for 
Zenjirou, but it would still take all his strength to pull it off. 


Like always, he did consider himself a bit pathetic for it, but obediently 
indulged in the goodwill of his wife and leaned back into the couch. 


“Fuh...” 


When he slouched on the familiar couch, the sleepiness was about to 
overwhelm him. 


“You might as well go to bed. I do not mind, you know?” 


Standing next to the couch, Aura called out to him gently, but Zenjirou shut 
his eyes tightly, shook his head a few times and refused. 


“No, it’s too early for that. And it’s been a while for us, so I’ ll endure it.” 


He was actually the type of person to struggle with correcting his inner 
clock once it went wrong. 


It was still afternoon right now. If he were to go to sleep now and wake up 
in the middle of the night, he would end up being sluggish for a few days 
until his daily rhythm was fixed again. 


Before it came to that, he might as well bear with it for today. 


Hearing his resolve, the Queen nodded an “Okay” and took the silver jug 
out of the refrigerator, bringing it over along with the red and blue Kiriko 
glasses. 


“Alcohol will only make you more sleepy, so I suppose fruit juice will be 
better. It should clear your sleepiness a bit.” 


“Th- Thanks.” 


When the Queen eagerly poured him some fruit juice, Zenjirou took the 
glass with a happy smile. They chinked glasses, Zenjirou with his blue one, 
Aura with her red one, and downed it in one gulp. 


“Mm 33 


The cold water mixed with black sugar and the juice of a citrus fruit 
certainly swept away the sleepiness for a moment. 


“Fuh, it’s been a while since I drunk something cold. You can’t get your 
hands on it outside, no matter what.” 


“All thanks to you. Anyway, we still have some time until dinner, so how 
about we review our current situations for a bit?” 


Zenjirou wrinkled his brow, when his wife suggested this with a smile. 


“Hmm, that would certainly be an effective way to spend the time, but to be 
honest, I don’t think I’m in any shape to hold a meaningful conversation 
right now.” 


The fruit juice refreshed him a bit, but his brain was still only working at 
half its capacity. Even if they were to exchange information now, he 
doubted he would report it accurately or remember what she might say. 


But the Queen removed his doubts by shaking her head. 


“No problem. We will hold a proper meeting tomorrow, when you cleared 
your head after a good night’s sleep. I have already made time for it. For 
now, you can just give me a rough outline of things. To begin with, I do not 
want to use time effectively, but keep you awake through it.” 


“T see.” 


Zenjirou was convinced by the words of his wife. 


It definitely was a good idea to battle his sleepiness with talking. Of course 
it was no cure for the sleepiness itself, but it should distract him to some 
extent. 


Although he was in no state to “exchange information” meaningfully, he 
could at least make some bantering chat. 


“Okay. Who’s going to start? You said our situations, so I take it you have 
something to report?” 


“Yeah, I kind of do. The fine details in the proper order can wait until 
tomorrow, so let us just present the important bits for now. 


Zenjirou, I am sure you have noticed it already, but Nilda Guzzle currently 
does not have her name recorded on the ‘Roll of Names’.” 


“Ah, I knew it. Good. Then I most likely took the right course of action. 
Well done, if I may say so myself.” 


“So you did noticed it. Did something happen?” 


Instead of an exchange of information, Zenjirou and Aura continued more 
of arelaxed conversation about their recent circumstances from then on. 


Even without reporting all the details in the right order, they could more or 
less get a grasp of their respective circumstances, when they shared the 
important pieces with each other. 


By the time they finished the casual meeting, Zenjirou had already forgotten 
about his fatigue or sleepiness and his back was soaking wet with cold 
Sweat. 


“T did have a hunch, but she really wasn’t nobility, eh. Phew, close call. If I 
hadn’t make her take a backseat, things could have gone really sour with the 
Navarre Kingdom.” 


“Hmm, I was sure you would notice and deal with it, so I choose not to get 
in contact with you, but the situation seems to have been worse than I had 
imagined. 


Who would have dreamt that Miss Nilda would actually have a brush with a 
knight from the Navarre Kingdom.” 


Informed about the incident in the March of Guzzle by him, Aura also 
heaved a sigh of relief. 


In retrospect, it had been the right choice of her to believe in Zenjirou and 
not contact him, but at the same time, she was aware that it could have 
escalated into something outrageous. 


Considering the power difference between the Major Power known as 
Carpa Kingdom and the Middle Power known as Navarre Kingdom, it 
would not have been impossible per se to deal with an incident, where the 
non-noble Nilda picked a quarrel with the knight from the Navarre 
Kingdom, but it would have been extremely troublesome for sure. 


In that sense, Zenjirou truly achieved the best possible result as he 
negotiated that ultimately “nothing happened and no one would pry into it 
any further”. 


“Well done, Zenjirou. You really outdid yourself this time.” 
Aura smiled and clung to the arm of her husband sitting next to her. 


For serious conversations, they were always sitting across from each other, 
but for casual talks, they sat next to each other. 


Aura was kind of breaking that custom by sitting next to him, when the 
content of their conversation was obviously serious, but she probably 
wanted to emphasise the fact that it was “not a proper meeting for 
information exchange”. 


A pleased Zenjirou narrowed his eyes to slits in reaction to the praise from 
his wife and her body temperature he could feel on his shoulder and arm. 


“Then it was worth all the trouble. Yeah, I really did give it my all this 
time.” 


Normally, Zenjirou was always being modest, but for a change, he declared 
this proudly. 


As a matter of fact, he had all the reason to be proud of himself this time. 


Seeing her husband all puffed up with pride, the Queen narrowed her eyes a 
bit and smiled back at him. 


“Marquis Guzzle and Miss Nilda should still be in the March of Guzzle. 
Okay, I will have a talk with Severo, so something like this will never 
happen again, and since it is kind of our fault, I will use ‘Teleport’ for him 
free of charge.” 


“Severo?” 


When Zenjirou cocked his head puzzled in light of the unfamiliar name, 
Aura quickly explained it. 


“Yes. He is a rear vassal of Marquis Guzzle and in charge of his residence 
here in the Capital. Everyone of the Guzzle Family is currently attending 

the wedding ceremony, so Severo is the only one left in the Capital. He is 
acting as a representative for the house now.” 


In the Carpa Kingdom, a noble household was obliged to have either the 
“previous head of the house”, the “current head of the house” or the “next 
head of the house” be present in the Royal Capital at all times, but for 
special occasions like a “Wedding Ceremony”, they could temporarily 
withdraw the whole clan from the capital. 


“I see now. But it’s quite a delicate subject. Can we trust that Severo?” 
Rear vassals were not necessarily faithful to their lord. When they were 
competent, they were often part of the branch family of their lord and it was 


not unheard of that they would try to usurp him. 


But Aura cleared Zenjirou’s doubt with a shook of her head. 


“Nothing is certain in life, but it should be fine in this case. Quite untypical 
for nobility, that rear vassal family is actually very loyal to the Guzzle 
Family, so a lot of its member can be trusted. 


By the way, Severo is the husband of Amanda.” 


Zenjirou widened his eyes and forgot all about his sleepiness for a moment 
in light of the unexpected piece of information. 


“Our Supervisory Maid Amanda? Wow, I suddenly feel like I can entrust 
my life to him. I might be exaggerating, though.” 


It was dangerous to unconditionally trust someone, just because he was 
related to someone else you trusted. The family of an upright person was 
not necessarily upright as well. 


Zenjirou understood that notion in his head, but on an emotional level, he 
could not deny the fact that he thought it would be alright to trust him, now 
that he had heard that he was family to a person he already trusted. 


“For this reason, I am going to ’leap’ a messenger to the March of Guzzle 
either today or tomorrow. Marquis Guzzle should be returning to the 
Capital with his Copy of the Roll of Names’ and Miss Nilda then. 


The Marquis is quite dutiful. I am sure he will want to express his gratitude 
to you, once he hears about it, so be prepared for it.” 


“Okay.” 
Zenjirou curtly acknowledged what Aura said. 


Considering the personality of Marquis Guzzle, it certainly was easily to 
conceive that he would take such an action. 


Well, Zenjirou concluded that it should suffice to think about how to deal 
with Marquis Guzzle and Miss Nilda once they arrived in the Royal Capital. 


“That’s all from me, I guess. Do you have anything to report, Aura?” 


Approached like that, Aura pondered for a moment, then began to speak. 


“Well, a few things, yes. First off, the glass research is progressing well. 
Thanks to the sand and shells you brought back from Valentia, the colour 
became a lot more transparent. Its viscosity increased as well, so it is a lot 
easier to handle now. 


We are at the point to start experimenting with making these jewels now.” 


“Oh, I remember you telling me about that before. So we’re finally at that 
stage?” 


Zenjirou sat up on the couch with a glint in the eyes, but Aura threw cold 
water on his hopes by adding her objections. 


“Yes, the glass itself is at that stage, but there has been almost no progress 
for the furnace of the glass, so there is no hope for a mass production at this 
point. At the present time, our furnaces cannot withstand the heat to make 
glass, so they break during the production. 


Due to that, work is being delayed. Well, it is a tedious task to begin with, 
since not many people are assigned to it and they do have to take breaks.” 


It definitely was a shame that there was no prospect of mass production yet, 
but before they reached that stage, they currently still had a lot of things to 
do. 


They were striving to make colourless transparent glass on purpose, not by 
chance, and learn how to shape it into a sphere. If possible, they wanted to 
remove the bubbles from it, too. 


“Tf it’s more viscous now, it should become spherical by itself, when we just 
let small amounts flow down a metallic slope... 


You won’t get it, when I say it’s shaped like a water slide at a pool, right? 
How do I put it? I mean something like a spiral-shaped stair. In theory, 


molten glass with a high viscosity will naturally end up as a sphere by the 
time it has rolled down all the way down to the ash pit...” 


Zenjirou remembered an old method to make marbles he had seen during 
his school trip to a glass manufactory in middle school, and tried to explain 
it, but he was not eloquent enough to depict it with words alone. 


“Pl explain it with some illustration at another time.” 
“That would be most helpful.” 


As expected, Queen Aura could not fully grasp it, so she said that with a 
shrug. 


When the making of marbles became possible in the future, albeit in small 
quantity, they needed to tackle a new problem: the creation of “Magic 
Tools”, which used these marbles as a medium. 


“On the topic of Magic Tools, Prince Francesco mentioned something 
troublesome again.” 


Suddenly remembering it, Aura wrinkled her brow and heaved a heavy 
sigh. 


“Mh? What did he say?” 


Prince Francesco said something troublesome. That subject and adjective 
came in pairs nine times out of ten, so Zenjirou showed almost no 
bewilderment and asked back. 


The troublesome part was obviously referring to his declared desire to 
create a “Magic Tool” imbued with “Bestowal Magic”. 


Even the smallest of brains could comprehend that his idea to imbue a 
Magic Tool with Bestowal Magic would shake the continent to the very 
foundations. Aura had the urged to tell her husband all about it and ask him 
for his opinion. 


But she shook her head after a moment of contemplation. 


“Hmm... No, I cannot tell you yet. Prince Francesco asked me not to speak 
of it to others. It would not be wise to break that promise at this point of 


time.” 


For Royalty or Nobility, verbal promises were not something that had to be 
kept at all costs, but at the same time, it definitely hurt your reputation, 
when you broke them too often. 


“As such, I cannot tell you the details now, but the matter quite likely 
involves these jewels of yours.” 


“Ah, I can more or less see where this is going.” 
Zenjirou nodded a few times, seemingly convinced by her words. 


Considering Prince Francesco (literally) had only brains for his 
craftsmanship and mentioned something “in secret” that was going to 
involve the marbles from Zenjirou, he was probably trying to make an 
outrageous Magic Tool. 


Seeing as Aura had not outright declined him, it was highly possible that 
the matter had some kind of advantage for the Carpa Kingdom as well. 


Although not extraordinary bright, even Zenjirou could easily make a 
supposition about it. 


“Okay. Pll be ready to hear you out, when the time comes. But I want to 
confirm something: The marbles I brought along are mine for sure, but the 
ones the craftsmen make from now on won’t be mine, right?” 


He was making sure rather than questioning it, but the Queen pondered for 
a while. 


“Hmm, you devised the whole manufacturing process, so it technically 
would be legitimate to accredit their rights to you, though...” 


Well aware of these circumstances, Aura still did not outright say “They are 
yours”, because she knew it would be disadvantageous to give these rights 
to Zenjirou. 


At the present time, it was nothing but counting the chickens before they 
hatch, but when the Carpa Kingdom made the mass production of marbles 
possible in the future, it would be a huge issue of who owned the rights. 


If the Carpa Kingdom were to get their hands on both the mass production 
of marbles and a practitioner of the Bestowal Magic one day, it would mean 
that they could mass produce Magic Tools. 


The mass production of Magic Tools was a double-edged sword. In the 
hands of the monarch, it would strengthen the Royal Authority by far, 
whereas it could divide the country into two, when a different member of 
the Royal Family controlled it. 


And it would become a lot more likely that someone else than the monarch 
secured the rights in the future, if the rights of the marble production were 
to be given to Zenjirou now. 


It was relatively unlikely that a practitioner of “Bestowal Magic” would be 
born between Zenjirou and Aura in the first place. Crown Prince Carlos 
Zenkichi was said to be able to awaken to both “Space-Time Magic” and 
“Bestowal Magic” due to his vast amount of magical power, but he was 
more of an exception to the exception. 


Normally, the stronger “Space-Time Magic” predisposition from Aura 
would be prominent in their child while the “Bestowal Magic” 
predisposition had almost no chance to surface. 


Accordingly, a possible practitioner of the “Bestowal Magic” in the Carpa 
Kingdom would have to be a child from Zenjirou with a different woman 
than Aura. In other words: Indirect Royalty. 


Needless to say, that Indirect Royalty would become the central figure of 
the Magic Tool production. Things would get rather complicated then, when 
Zenjirou possessed the rights to the marbles, a necessary ingredient for the 
creation of these Magic Tools. 


The Indirect Royalty would be the child of Prince Consort Zenjirou, but not 
of Queen Aura. Considering the child would be mainly using the marbles, it 


would obviously expect to inherit these rights from its father. 


Whether the mother was Princess Freya or some other woman, the relatives 
behind her would, without doubt, strongly lay claim to these rights, too, for 
their own interests. 


On the other hand, that kind of trouble in the next generation could be 
avoided, if the rights to the marbles were given to Queen Aura in the first 
place. 


Even if she shared that right with her husband, she had no obligation 
whatsoever to let a non-blood related Indirect Royalty inherit that right. It 
was much more natural to let her own child, the next monarch, inherit it. 


Zenjirou obviously comprehended these circumstances as well. 


“As a matter of fact, the glass craftsmen are acting upon your orders, so it 
should be yours. I’ve no right to meddle in it.” 


He declared indifferently without showing any attachment to it. 
“... Are you sure?” 


Well-accustomed to his considerate personality already, Aura still showed 
some bewilderment this time round. 


It goes without saying. This matter was different from the previous 
incidents, where he rejected all the rights or rewards Aura was supposed to 
give him, after all. 


Zenjirou was basically relinquishing the rights to his knowledge without 
condition. And quite profitable knowledge that would become the backbone 
of the country in the future, at that. 


Based on their time together, Aura was certain that he was being dead 
serious, but she could not relate to these moral values. 


Although she understood it in the head that something like this was nothing 
special to him, her heart could not keep up with it. 


Whether he knew about the emotional state of his wife or not, Zenjirou 
affirmed it with an indifferent expression. 


“Yep. No matter how you think about it, the monarch should have direct 
control over the technology to make a medium for magic tools or it would 
be dangerous. Well, I will help as much as possible until a mass production 
is in place, of course.” 


At wit’s end from his apathetic statement, Aura heaved a sigh. 


“... Sometimes I question myself if you are really human. Maybe you are 
just a convenient illusion or the manifestation of a benevolent spirit?” 


Prince Consort Zenjirou was such a “convenient guy” for her that it made 
her consider that for real. 


His actual capabilities aside, he principally did everything she asked for on 
the one hand and showed not the slightest interest in what she did not ask 
for on the other hand. 


In the previous war amongst others, Aura had been made aware of how 
unfair reality was and how difficult it was to balance the pro and contra of 
things, so she could not help but be scared of his consideration at times. 


Needless to say, Zenjirou was not all that dense, either. 


He did know that his moral values were quite abnormal in this world and 
also that consideration or modesty did not necessarily bring about good 
results once a relationship reached a certain familiarity. 


But at the same time, it was an incontrovertible truth that authority or 
fortune were nothing but “troublesome” baggage for him. And as a born 
commoner, he had an extremely low tolerance for power and wealth. 


It was not humility or anything, when he said he wanted to avoid 
opportunities to order around others with his authority as much as possible, 
but his true feelings. 


With a bitter smile, Zenjirou tried to voice these true feelings as accurately 
as possible. 


“Hmm, these kind of things are just work to me. A burden, so to speak. I’m 
not really trying to please you, but rather just speaking my mind.” 


“I do know you are speaking the truth. But it unsettles me on an emotional 
level. It feels like I am slave-driving you one-sidedly. 


No, it is not just a feeling. I am definitely slave-driving you in all 
objectivity.” 


“Don’t worry about it, is what I would like to say, but we do have to 
consider the public view after all. Our positions are complicated enough as 
it is. 


If you can’t leave me out of the picture, I guess we need to give the 
impression on the surface at least that you rewarded me in some way, so if 
you know of something appropriate, Pll accept it.” 


Aura showed a wry smile and heaved a sigh, when her husband was only 
worried about outer appearance. 


“T do want to reward you for real, not just for show, though. But yes, outer 
appearance certainly is quite important for Royalty like us. 


Giving you a title would be the safest choice in this case. Of course I cannot 
give you a title with a territory like the Duke of Valentia or Count of 
Potoshi, but there are still a couple of titles without land, so if you could 
accept one of them, it would help.” 


A title without an associated territory, meaning a title of honour. Unlike the 
officials in the palace, such a title did not get a remuneration, so receiving 
the title alone could drive you into a financial corner instead, because you 


had to prepare the clothes appropriate to its rank, but that was not causing 
any concern for Royalty. 


All necessary clothes and accessories for Royalty were being provided 
anyway and if they ever needed money for something else, Royalty could 
easily earn it through their “Bloodline Magic”. 


“A title, eh. Yeah, sounds good as long as it doesn’t come with a 
troublesome territory management. 


And personally speaking, there’s only one thing that counts as a genuine 
reward for me.” 


Saying that, Zenjirou let his refreshing smile turn into a more suggestive 
one. In short: a “wolfish grin”. 


He put his right hand around the back of his wife and pulled her closer with 
a jerk. 


Aura obviously knew what that implied and for this very reason, she was 
quite troubled by his behaviour. 


“Ah, well, you know, Zenjirou. Please keep calm and listen to me...” 


Leaning against her husband, but still keeping a bit of a distance to him by 
placing her right hand on his chest, the Queen began to speak. 


Zenjirou got a bad feeling about her unusual hesitant way of speaking and 
indecisive line of vision, but asked anyway. 


“ Yeah, what is it?” 


“Well, you see, it is not quite certain yet, but... we might be getting a 
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‘second one‘. 


A second one. 


Comprehending what this was referring to, Zenjirou tensed up on the spot 
while still embracing his beloved wife. 


There might a second child in the belly of his wife. That was wonderful 
news. Really wonderful news. 


It could be called a great success, considering the reason Zenjirou was 
summoned into this world for. 


And of course, he personally welcomed the fact that Aura was going to bear 
his child in a “fundamental way“, too. 


His first child Carlos Zenkichi was essentially the greatest treasure to him 
and getting one more such treasure was truly a joyous occasion. 


It was joyous indeed, but... Zenjirou was rather conflicted about it right 
now. 


Because they would have to put their night activities on hold for a while, 
when Aura was believed to be pregnant. 


Zenjirou loved children without doubt, but he loved the process of making 
them just as much. 


Especially after returning from the month-long expedition in an 
“unsatisfied” condition. 


The Queen and her husband maintained a stiff silence while embracing each 
other on the couch. 


After more than a minute, the silence was broken by Zenjirou. 


“....... Pm... really happy to hear that.” 


The prince consort struggles for words of pleasant anticipation and 
congratulations while his expression was a mixture of happiness and 
sadness alike. He was literally “smiling through his tears”. 


Chapter 01: Nilda Guzzle 1 


Roughly ten days passed, since Zenjirou returned to the Royal Capital. 


The sky over the Capital was covered by dark rain clouds and the raindrops 
drummed on the roof of the Royal Palace, creating puddles all over the 
courtyard. 


At least there was no heavy wind like during a typhoon, but it was by no 
means the sweet rain shower you could witness in Japan during its rainy 
season. It poured down so heavily that you could hear the rain even with the 
window shutters closed. 


The “Rainy Season” had just started. 


This season had the slightest long-distance travel percentage of all seasons 
in the Carpa Kingdom. 


Although the “Vibrant Season” was all about business, like its name 
applied, and everyone stayed indoors during the “Hottest Season”, because 
of its severe temperature, the “Rainy Season” was actually even more 
unsuited for travels than these two. 


Even though it was called the “Rainy Season”, it actually rained only once 
every two to three days on the average, but with the street development in 
this world being what it was, most streets turned into small rivers unless it 


happened to be state-funded roads like the “Salt Road” or the main street in 
the Capital. 


The rain would flood rivers and muddy the water, preventing you to 
replenish your water resources on the way. Likewise, it was no easy feat to 
camp outside in the rain. Moreover, some amphibious carnivores would 
show up on the street, when the rivers flooded, even though they normally 
did not come ashore. On top of that, vision was poor during a rainfall, so 
one could easily fall prey to an attack from these dragons. 


Because of these circumstances, it had become a global acceptance to avoid 
long-distance travels as much as possible during the “Rainy Season”. 


In light of this, Marquis Guzzle and Nilda Guzzle literally managed to reach 
the Royal Capital in the very nick of time, seeing as they arrived here a few 
days ago. 


While the rain was watering the greenery outside, Zenjirou was sitting in 
front of his computer in the living room of the Inner Palace and chanted a 
spell with a strained expression. 


“Send my chosen target to the place I envision. As compensation, I 
make...” 


The fact that the “Magic Language” he had uttered sounded Japanese to 
him was proof that the automatic translation from the “Soul of Words” had 
been at work. In other words, a proof for his correct pronunciation. 
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Zenjirou wordlessly typed on the keyboard, entering the tenth check mark 
for today into his spreadsheet software. 


The check marks indicated a correct intonation for “Teleport”, the spell he 
was learning right now. 


“YVEEES!? 


He shouted emotionally, thrusting his clenched fists into the air while 
remaining seated. 


It had been a spontaneous impulse born out of the subconsciousness of his 
mind. 


Zenjirou usually contained his emotions, so it was a rare sight, but it was 
understandable in this case. After all, his efforts from the past three months, 
since Aura told him to “learn Teleport next”, were finally bearing fruits. 


Of course he had only cleared the first hurdle by the name of “correct 
intonation” so far and the second and third hurdle, “correct amount of 
magical power” and “correct perception” respectively, were still waiting for 
him, but he had more or less cleared one third of the progress, so the feeling 
of accomplishment was accordingly great. 


Especially after coming home from the March of Guzzle, he had invested a 
relative great deal of time in his magic training. 


It practically doubled his delight. 
“Kuuh!” 


Stretching his raised arms, Zenjirou turned his head to the sides and relaxed 
his shoulders. 


Probably because she heard his cheer, his beloved wife Queen Aura 
appeared in the door connecting the living room and their bedroom. 


“Looks like you make a breakthrough.” 


When Zenjirou turned around, the Queen in a casual dress drew closer with 
a soft smile. 


Two waiting maids flanked her on both sides, keeping watch over her. 


“Ah, sorry. Was I too loud?” 


Standing up from his chair, Zenjirou forgot all about his computer and 
trotted over to his wife. 


“No, it is alright. You are working hard for my sake, right?” 
“Yeah. Well, for you and our ‘second child’, to be precise.” 


Then Zenjirou took her hand and lead her to the couch in the middle of the 
living room. 


Aura obediently let him take the lead and slowly sat down on the black 
leather couch. 


Normally the waiting maids would wait in a different room until they are 
called upon out of respect for Zenjirou, but they were not separating from 
Aura right now. 


There was only reason why Zenjirou was learning “Teleport” with utmost 
zeal after coming back from the March of Guzzle. 


His beloved wife Aura was quite likely pregnant with their second child. 


Her menstruation still had not come as of yet and after the examination, the 
royal physician Doctor Michelle also had said she was pregnant in all 
likelihood, but even on the off chance that she was not, she still should act 
in moderation until it was verified. 


Needless to say, the news of a second pregnancy of Queen Aura spread 
throughout the Royal Palace like wildfire. 


Zenjirou had been dumbfounded by it at first, but once he had calmed 
down, he felt nothing but joice about it. 


It was a shame that the nightly activities with his wife would come to an 
end again after such a short time, but the eager anticipation of their second 
child outweighed it by far. 


That in turn reminded him of the vow he had taken in the past. 


During the pregnancy and delivery of their first child Carlos Zenkichi, 
Zenjirou had been made aware that both pregnancy and delivery were not 
without risk in this world, even for royalty. 


So he had sworn back then that he would master “Teleport” by the time 
their second child was going to be born, in order to bring over a healer from 
the Twin Kingdom of Sharrow and Jilbell in case anything went wrong. 


And now, with Aura’s second pregnancy at hand, Zenjirou was incited by 
the goal had had set for himself. 


If Aura was indeed pregnant, there was no time to waste. He needed to 
learn “Teleport” and visit the Twin Kingdom as soon as possible. 


Although Zenjirou was royalty from an allied nation, they would hardly 
listen to him, if he suddenly were to come over with “Teleport” and 
agitatedly demand: “My wife is in danger! Give me a healer!” 


It was necessary that he visited them officially once and negotiated 
beforehand that “he needed to bring a healer into his country at a later 
date“, when they had become acquainted. 


Zenjirou sat down next to Aura, preoccupied in thought. 


“I can’t travel during the ‘Rainy Season’ anyway, so it’s a race against time. 
I have to learn ‘Teleport’ before the ‘Rainy Season’ ends at all costs.” 


Seeing her husband clench his fist with determination, the Queen cracked a 
smile and narrowed her eyes to slits most pleased. 


“No need to drive yourself into a corner. The ‘Rainy Season’ is followed by 
the ‘Hottest Season’. It is not as bad as during the ‘Rainy Season’, but long- 


distance travel will still be quite difficult. So how about you set the time 
limit to half a year from now on?” 


It goes without saying that Zenjirou himself was not going to ride a dragon 
carriage from the Carpa Kingdom to the Twin Kingdom. It might work for 

domestic travels like Valentia or the March of Guzzle, but when it involved 
a foreign country, it was definitely too careless. 


Other Royalty might have no other choice but to do so, but the Royalty of 
the Carpa Kingdom was in possession of their trump card “Space-Time 
Magic”. There was no need to deliberately expose their members to a 
danger. 


Zenjirou himself could easily be sent over with “Teleport” from Aura. 


But he was still Royalty, so there was no way he could visit a foreign 
country all by himself. 


Knights, Soldiers and Waiting Maids needed to accompany him for 
protection and support. Sending all these people over with “Teleport” was 
definitely impossible. 


Everyone besides Zenjirou would have to travel the normal way by foot or 
Carriage. 


So even when he himself could move around with Aura’s “Teleport”, he 
still was somewhat bound to the restraint of the seasons. 


Zenjirou, too, understood that Aura was right, but decided not to be spoiled 
by his wife. 


“Yeah, thanks, but I better get this over with as soon as possible. If you 
really are pregnant, PI likely be busy with work again and have no time for 
practice anymore.” 


During her previous pregnancy, Aura had to cut down her workload quite a 
bit before entering the stable period. At the same time, it meant that 
Zenjirou got more work to do as her representative. 


From now on, he would continue to make an effort to learn “Teleport” 
while working as a proxy for Aura. Once he had mastered “Teleport”, he 
would then negotiate the dispatch of an healer in the Twin Kingdom. 


Needless to say, the negotiation were expected to take a while, so Zenjirou 
would have to go back to the Carpa Kingdom at regular intervals (made 
possible through his use of ‘Teleport’) and handle the work as Aura’s 
representative. 


Either way, he would be quite busy for some time now. 
“Sorry to impose on you, Zenjirou, and thank you.” 
“No, it’s alright.” 


Zenjirou softly squeezed the hand his beloved wife had put on top of his. 
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It was indeed true that the “Rainy Season” slowed down productivity as a 
whole, but it did not bring it to a complete halt. 


Especially the nobles staying in the Royal Capital were the least affected by 
the rain. The streets in the capital were paved with stone and nobility 
generally travelled by a carriage with a roof. 


On top of that, they mainly gathered at the Royal Palace or their own 
mansions. Both were large structures of stone and braved the weather well 
and truly. 


As a result, the nobles involved with the Royal Palace socialized relatively 
unaffected, even during the “Rainy Season”. 


On a certain day, the nobles gathered in the audience room of the Royal 
Palace and curiously fixated their gazes on Queen Aura sitting on her 
throne, an elderly Feudal Lord and an unfamiliar little girl standing before 
her. 


Today’s audience had not been on the agenda. Queen Aura had suddenly 
summoned a special meeting. 


The fact alone that she had convened an extraordinary meeting was enough 
to convince them that something out of the common had taken place. 


At the beginning, most of the nobles had been anxious, thinking “Just what 
could have happened?”, but everyone had regained their composure by now. 
Seeing how Marquis Guzzle, who had explicitly been obliged to attend, had 
remained calm, they had concluded that the matter could not be all that 
severe. 


Under the watchful eyes of numerous nobles, Queen Aura sat on her throne 
imposingly and lowly began to speak. 


“T am glad you all headed my summoning today. I called you here for no 
other reason than to share an important information I have obtained. 


Marquis Miguel Guzzle and the girl besides him, step forward.” 
“At your command.” 


Upon the Queen’s order, the elderly Feudal Lord, Marquis Guzzle stepped 
forward with an ease unusual for his age. 


Nilda Guzzle, the little girl who had stood besides him, followed behind 
him. 


You could tell at a glance how nervous she was by looking at her stiff 
motion. 


Be it her length of stride, her way of walking or how she dragged the hem 
of her dress. All of it was still barely in line with etiquette, but obviously 
deformed by her tension. Everyone broke out in a cold sweat, seeing that. 


The majority of nobility here should have never seen or heard about this 
girl, but at some point, everyone was warmly watching over her with worry. 


Even though they did not know her, the fact that she was next to Marquis 
Guzzle made it easy to guess that she belonged to the Guzzle Family. 


Some nobles here could be considered political opponents of the Guzzle 
Family, but even those did not give her any mean glances, thinking “Serves 
her right. Go and embarrass yourself in front of the Queen”. Nilda might 
actually be a factor to be reckoned with. 


Anyway, when Nilda managed to prostrate before the throne, even if slower 
than usual, everyone in the audience room heaved a sigh of relief. 


In order to get this lax atmosphere under control again, the Queen spoke 
with dignity. 


“Tt has been bought to my attention that this little girl here is your own flesh 
and blood, Marquis Miguel Guzzle. Is that correct, Marquis?” 


The elderly marquis agreed with the words of the Queen. 


“Yes, that is correct. She is my daughter, Nilda Guzzle.” 


“Okay. The Guzzle Family has been a loyal vassal for generation, so I do 
not mean to doubt you. But let me say this: The royal ’Roll of Names’ I 
keep does not register the name Nilda Guzzle.” 


Her straightforward declaration caused a commotion within the audience 
room. 


Well, of course it did. For nobility, it was a serious issue, when their name 
was not registered on the “Roll of Names”. 


In the Carpa Kingdom, nobility referred to those, who were registered on 
the “Roll of Names” in the possession of the Monarch. 


Strictly speaking, even a legitimate child of a noble family was only the 
“child of a noble”, but not a “noble itself”, until they went to the Monarch 
and had its name be registered on the “Roll of Names”. 


As a matter of fact, a noble without an heir could appoint a promising 
subject of his as a foster child and make him nobility by registering him on 
the “Roll of Names” under the eyes of the Monarch. On the other hand, 
low-ranking nobility with lots of children often refrained from registering 
the younger ones on the “Roll of Names” for economic reasons. 


Hence it was a very important matter for nobility, whether the name was 
written on the “Roll of Names” or not. In a way, it could even be considered 
more important than parentage. 


All the gazes were naturally fixated on Marquis Guzzle and his daughter 
Nilda. 


But unlike the surprised crowd, the two people in question were not 
behaving any different from before. 


Nilda had been trembling like a small animal from the very beginning, so it 
could not get any worse, and Marquis Guzzle kept his calm composure and 
slowly shook his head, objecting to the Queen’s statement. 


“Be that as it may, it is a fact that Nilda is my daughter and I came to here 
in the past to register her on the ‘Roll of Names’. I have our ‘copy’ here.” 


Saying so, Marquis Guzzle took out a single dragon leather parchment from 
his pocket. 


Like its named suggest, the “copy” was a duplicate document you received 
as proof for the registration, when signing in a name on the “Roll of 


Names”. 


Needless to say, it was a very important document and was usually stored 
away at a safe place of the owner. One does not simply pull such a thing out 
of the pocket for a spontaneous counterargument. 


Before long, the nobles in the audience room realized that they were 
watching a prearranged conversation. 


And in fact, it was indeed a performance for publicity. 


Aura and Marquis Guzzle have had an unofficial meeting a few days ago, 
where Aura informed him about the missing entry of Nilda’s name and 
confirmed that his “copy” was not counterfeited. 


But without revealing any of that, Aura remained seated on her throne and 
ordered the civil servant standing next to her. 


“Hmm, I see. Bring the ‘copy’ to me.” 
“Well then, Marquis, I will be taking this.” 


The young civil servant took the “Copy” from Marquis Guzzle and handed 
it to Queen Aura, whereupon she spoke up overexaggerated. 


“This is definitely genuine. It has the signature from His Majesty Sancho 
and it is his handwriting for sure.” 


Needless to say, she could say that, because they had an expert verify the 
signature a few days ago. 


The late King Sancho was Aura’s little brother from the same mother. She 
did know his handwriting, but her memory of it was not so vivid that she 
could identify it on a single glance. 


After checking the “Copy”, the Queen looked over the audience hall and 
declared. 


“Seeing as this ‘Copy’ is real, I am afraid that I will have to admit that there 
is a mistake with the ‘Roll of Names’. 


Marquis Guzzle, this ‘Copy’ has the signature of His Majesty Sancho. Is 
that correct?” 


“Yes. His Majesty Sancho filled in the ‘Roll of Names’ and made this 
‘Copy’ in the City of Potoshi six years ago.” 


Marquis Guzzle affirmed the words of the Queen like that. 
Sancho I. also known as the “King of Revenge”. 


As that name implied, he swore to avenge the death of his older brother and 
spent the majority of his not even one year regency on the battlefield. 


Hence the registration of nobility on the “Roll of Names” was conducted 
either on the frontlines or in Potoshi, who was the closet city to the 
frontlines. 


Later on, the “Roll of Names” he carried must have been lost in the chaos 
that followed his death on the battlefield. 


Explaining this hypothesis, Aura continued on. 


“This is an unprecedented incident, so I will make an exception this time 
and re-register the name on the ’Roll of Names’ without further ado. The 
registration date on the Copy’ will be valid as it is, of course.” 


The fact she especially mentioned without further ado was due to the 
normal commission fee, when registering a name on the “Roll of Names”. 
That fee was just pocket change for a great house like the Marquis Family, 
but low-ranking nobility had trouble coughing up that amount of money. 


The Queen then addressed the civil servants standing at attention behind 
her. 


“Someone, bring me something to write.” 
“Here, Your Majesty.” 


Upon her order, the civil servant standing next to her handed her a wooden 
plank akin to a drafting board and a dragon-bone quill. 


While two civil servants supported the wooden board from both her sides, 
Aura opened a large book and took the patterned dragon-bone quill in her 
right hand. 


The dragon-bone quills used in the Carpa Kingdom were like glass pens, 
namely hard dip pens. 


Another civil servant presented Aura an ink jar, wherein she dipped the 
dragon-bone quill. With all eyes focused on her, she ran the quill over the 
“Roll of Names” in a composed manner like always. 


Once the Queen had written the name Nilda Guzzle, her degree of kinship, 
the name of her guarantor and the dates of six years ago and today, she gave 
the “Roll of Names” to one of the civil servants and then put the “Copy” on 
top of the wooden board. 


This document required less effort. 


She simply wrote her own name, Aura I., under the sign of Sancho I. and 
added today’s date in small letters under the date of six years ago. 


Giving the completed “Roll of Names” and “Copy” to the civil servant, the 
Queen declared to the nobles gathered in front of her. 


“The mistake has been corrected. I, Aura I., hereby acknowledge that the 
late king Sancho I. registered Nilda Guzzle as nobility of the Carpa 
Kingdom six years ago.” 


Only the “Roll of Names” in possession of the Royal Family had been out 
of order. The Guzzle Family had not been at fault, so their treatment of 
Nilda as nobility had been correct. Aura was explicating that she would not 
accept any objection over that. 


Due to her standing as the Monarch of the country, she did explicitly 
mentioned an “apology”, but her phrasing made it more than obvious that 
the Royal Family assumed full responsibility for this case. 


“His Majesty Sancho I. only ruled for less a year, but I really doubt that 
Nilda Guzzle was the only one to register on the ‘Roll of Names’ during 
that time. 


Come and talk to me later on, when it happens to concern you. I promise 
that I will give you the same treatment as Nilda Guzzle as long as you have 
the ‘Copy’ with the signature of Sancho I..” 


The nobles were thrown into turmoil in light of the words from the Queen. 
Some of them were showing a pensive face, apparently having someone in 
mind. 


Waiting until the commotion settled down on its own, the Queen continued 
on. 


“T shall establish a special one-year period to re-register on the ‘Roll of 
Names’ from today on. Anyone affected shall come and see me within that 
time period, bringing along your guarantor and the ‘Copy’ with the 
signature of Sancho I. 


In case that there is no guarantor, you also may come alone as long as you 
explain the circumstances.” 


Like its name implied, the guarantor was someone, who guaranteed the 
background of the person aspiring to become new nobility. Normally, it was 
the own parent, but in case of vassals, the head of the lord’s family could 
act as a guarantor as well. 


The reason Aura mentioned that “they may come alone if there was no 
guarantor” was that some houses had lost the head family in the previous 
great war. 


“That is all for today.” 


When the Queen ended the meeting, the gathered nobles deeply lowered 
their heads while they were already considering how to act from now on in 
their minds. 
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The next day. 


It was raining hard. Even though it was called the “Rainy Season”, the rain 
was only falling once every two to three days, but today happened to be that 
very day. 


The heavy raindrops resounded beyond the closed wooden shutters and the 
room was so dark it required a couple of oil pans for illumination, despite it 
being midday. 


In that dim-lit room of the Royal Palace, Zenjirou was meeting with 
Marquis Miguel Guzzle and its second daughter Nilda Guzzle. 


“You have my deepest gratitude on this matter, Master Zenjirou.” 


“Thank you very much!” 


The elderly father and the just coming-of-age daughter did not sit down on 
the couch, but took a knee on the carpet. 


Aura had informed him that this might happen in advance, so Zenjirou 
replied without being surprised. 


“All right. Raise your heads. We cannot talk like this.” 
Saying this, he urged them to sit down on the couch. 
“Yes, thank you.” 

“Thank you.” 


Seeing as Marquis Guzzle and Nilda obediently sat down on the couch 
across from him, Zenjirou heaved a sigh of relief so small no else heard it. 


He could deal with it, when it was just a formality at an official event, but 
when someone prostrate himself before him in all earnestness like Marquis 
Guzzle just now, he was overwhelmed on an emotional level. 


Born as a normal Japanese guy, Zenjirou still could not get comfortable 
with other people prostrating before him. 


However, that was nothing but his personal sensitivity. Marquis Guzzle on 
the other hand had a concrete reason to express his gratitude by prostrating 
himself. 


Miguel Guzzle was a straightforward warrior with an unusual lack of talent 
for intrigues as a noble, but that did not mean that he was stupid. 


Once he was told that Nilda’s name was missing on the “Roll of Names” 
and recalled the incident at the wedding ceremony, he easily could figure 
out the intention behinds Zenjirou’s actions back then. 


For some reason, Princess Freya had intervened in the quarrel between 
Nilda and the knight from the Navarre Kingdom and even taken the 
spotlight at some point. 


As her partner, Zenjirou had not restrained her “tomboyish act”. On the 
contrary, he had supported her in full. 


And in the final stage, he had proposed to “pretend this incident never 
happened to begin with, without further probing from either side”. 


All of these actions had come across as strange at that time, but with the 
knowledge that “Nilda was no nobility”, it became apparent what Zenjirou 
had wanted to do. 


He had protected Nilda. As a non-noble, her actions would have caused 
problems later. In order to prevent that, he had made Princess Freya back 
her up. Considering the circumstances, that was the only possible 
conclusion. 


“Have you already been aware of Nilda’s circumstances back then, Master 
Zenjirou?” 


From his previous mistake, Marquis Guzzle had learned that he was more 
suited to voice his doubts directly instead of scheming poorly, even if that 
was untypical for a noble, so he asked frankly like that. 


Zenjirou pondered a moment over the question from the elderly feudal lord, 
but decided there was no reason to hide things at this point and answered 


honestly. 


“T had no proof, but I have had no information about you having a daughter 
named Nilda. 


So I just acted with the worst case scenario in mind. I am glad nothing 
serious happened.” 


“Yes, you really saved us there, Master Zenjirou.” 
This time, Marquis Guzzle deeply lowered his head from the couch. 


His attitude was by no means exaggerated. 


Without Zenjirou’s meddling back then, Nilda and the Guzzle Family might 
not have fallen from grace, but they surely would have suffered a great deal 
on the diplomatic stage. 


Of course the whole incident arose from the erroneous entry on the “Roll of 
Names” from the Royal Family, so you could say that Zenjirou, as a 
member of the Royal Family, had only cleaned up his own mess, but 
politics were too complicated to write it off as that. 


Even if a previous king had committed the mistake in the first place, the 
fact remained that the Guzzle Family had “its non-noble daughter cause a 
quarrel with a noble from the Navarre Kingdom”. 


It was more likely that the Navarre Kingdom would have brought up a 
complaint to the Guzzle Family instead of the Carpa Royal Family. But that 
possibility was completely erased now, because the situation had been 
resolved around Zenjirou’s proposal to “pretend the incident had never 
happened to begin with and neither side was to probe into it any further”. 


Marquis Guzzle could technically say a thing or two to the Royal Family 
for its mistake on the “Roll of Names”, but he felt nothing but gratitude 
towards Zenjirou himself, who he had read the atmosphere and completely 
smoothed out the situation. 


“T shall not forget your kindness. Please just say the word, if I can ever be 
of use to you.” 


“Tt is quite reassuring, when a seasoned general like you says that. I could 
not be happier, when you continue to pledge your loyalty to the ‘Carpa 
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Royal Family’. 


“... Yes, as you wish.” 


After a short pause, the elderly lord obediently nodded his assent to 
Zenjirou. 


Nilda next to him was showing a beaming smile and did not seem to notice, 
but there was a hidden meaning in the conversation just now. 


Zenjirou was afraid of the fact that the marquis was expressing his gratitude 
towards his person alone, so he explicitly reminded him to pledge his 
loyalty towards the “Carpa Royal Family” and the marquis accepted that 
after a moment of consideration. 


Zenjirou himself knew he was being a bit too neurotic, but he wanted to 
remove any dangerous seeds as soon as possible. 


He gladly accepted the loyalty from a noble knight with an effective 
manpower of a single person, like Knight Natalio Maldonado, but accepting 
the loyalty from a Marquis with his own army to his person as the Prince 
Consort would spell trouble for the future. 


Although involved as well, Nilda on the other hand seemed to not 
understand any of these circumstances and still showed an innocent smile. 


She was no fool, either, and had received an education as a noble from her 
older sister Lucinda once she had been taken into the Guzzle Family, so she 
did understand that it was a severe problem in the higher society, when your 
name was not registered on the “Roll of Names”. 

But that was all she understood. 

She did harbour a genuine gratitude towards Zenjirou for going out of his 
way for her, but that was about it. She was not considering any interests like 
“Why did he do so?” or “What does he seek in return?”. 


“Thank you very much, Master Zenjirou.” 


Hence, she was also pouring nothing but a genuine and almost dazzling 
affection into her thanks. 


“No, do not mention it. I am just glad nothing worse happened.” 


Encouraged by the little girl’s smiling face, Zenjirou also showed an honest 
smile. 
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Around the same time, in another room of the Royal Palace, Queen Aura 
was having a confidential meeting with her faithful retainers Secretary 
Fabio, the Royal Archmage Espiridion and the waiting maid Margret. 


“Are you feeling fine, Your Majesty?” 


“Yes, no problems so far. Well, even Doctor Michelle still could not be sure 
about my pregnancy after all.” 


With a helping hand from waiting maid Margret, the Queen sat down on the 
black leather couch and said this, thanking the maid with a wave of her 
hand. 


Only Aura was sitting down. Her three retainers remained standing, 
forming a small circle before the couch. 


A middle-aged secretary, an old magician and a young waiting maid. Their 
jobs, gender and age were all different, but the three of them shared one 
thing in common: Aura was placing her full trust in their abilities and 
loyalty. One of them had a somewhat untrustworthy personality, though. 


The person with that untrustworthy personality, Secretary Fabio had started 
this conversation. 


“So, Your Majesty, I take it you have summoned us here because of the 
incident with the ‘Roll of Names’>?” 


The Queen agreed to the words of her secretary. 


“Indeed. I need to consult you about my ‘pregnancy’ afterwards, too, but 
the ‘Roll of Names’ takes priority. 


Margret, report what you know as of now.” 


Prompted by the Queen, the waiting maid with unusual blonde hair, green 
eyes and white skin for the Carpa Kingdom, bowed briefly and began to 
speak. 


“Yes, Your Majesty. At least four people from all the nobles leaving the 
audience room, have expressed a concernment later on.” 


Hearing the espionagesque summary from the blonde waiting maid, the 
Queen wrinkled her brow a bit. 


“Like I thought. Miss Nilda was not the only one. I had expected it, but it 
will be somewhat troublesome. That said, those from the capital will be our 
least problem.” 


“Certainly. The true problem lies in the ‘possible erroneous entries’ whose 
families were not present today and do not know about these 
circumstances.” 


The slender-faced secretary acknowledged the misgivings of the Queen. 


The Carpa Kingdom was currently releasing nobility from their duty of 
serving in the capital by way of exception, when they were short on hands 
due to the losses in the previous war. 


A delay in the procedure could be expected, when the “possible erroneous 
entries” happened to be in these families, who were shutting themselves 
away in their domains. 


The aged magician Espiridion stroke his short beard while answering to the 
words of the Queen and the secretary. 


“Do you know which nobles have been relieved from their duty, Your 
Majesty? If so, we can just inform them and resolve the problem.” 


The Queen shook her head vexedly to his question. 


“Of course I do, but some of them are vassal nobles. It will only complicate 
things, when I go over the head of their lord and contact them directly.” 


“I see. That certainly is a problem.” 


In light of these words, the elderly magician also showed a vexed 
expression. 


The Royal Family possessed quite the power in the Carpa Kingdom, but the 
country was essentially a feudal state. 


The Feudal Lords were more or less self-governing and the influential ones 
had other nobles working under them, the so called vassal nobles. 


As the Monarch, Aura technically had no authority over them. The vassal 
nobles generally only obeyed the orders of their lord. 


If Aura were to get in direct contact with these vassal nobles without the 
knowledge of their lord, the lord would obvious be offended. 


Even if it was done out of consideration, it did not necessarily achieve a 
good result. 


The Royal Family could only bring up the topic to the lord and when that 
lord was harbouring some kind of reservations towards his vassal, the Royal 
Family could do nothing about it. 


“Then how about we extend the period for the nobles, who have received 
the information belated?” 


The proposal from Secretary Fabio was instantly met with a head-shaking 
from the Queen. 


“No. The period will be one year, no exceptions. If I give them any more 
time, people might start to have evil intentions.” 


The “Copy” of the “Roll of Names” one brought along for identification 
was signed with the Royal Crest and the signature of the Monarch at that 
time, but given enough time, it was not outright impossible to forge the 
document. 


To make things worse, the error in the “Roll of Names” occurred during the 
previous great war. 


It was not uncommon that commoners were promoted to nobles for their 
military achievements in a great war. 


Influential nobles could make use of this opportunity to increase their vassal 
nobles by forging a “Copy”. 


And unfortunately it was likewise possible that the second son or daughter 
of a poor noble, who were not ennobled themselves, were tempted into 
some evil intentions. 


Low-ranking knighthood families often only registered their oldest son as 
their successor or their beautiful daughters as a way to bond with other 
families on the “Roll of Names”. All their other children remained 
commoners. 


The reasons for that were many and various, but the registration fee was 
without doubt the greatest hurdle. The fee was so expensive that nobles a 
the bottom of the hierarchy had no choice but to forfeit the future of their 
own child in tears. 


The current condition to “re-register without a fee, but with a ‘Copy’ signed 
by Sancho I.” was extremely attractive to these people. 


“But a few might slip our attention then. Have you thought about that, Your 
Majesty?” 


The Queen nodded briefly to the aged magician. 


“Indeed. Hence I intend to more lenient with other things other than the 
deadline. The ‘Road Maintenance‘ this year will be done in consideration of 
these circumstances.” 


In the Carpa Kingdom, it was pretty much a given that a road somewhere in 
the country needed repairs after the “Rainy Season”. 


When part of the road turned into a mud or a clogged gutter prevented 
shallow puddles to flow off, it was still the lesser evil compared to an 
expected landslide in the mountains, where the road became impassable by 
all means. 


A mountain road blocked by a landslide was obviously a more serious 
matter, but puddles or mud on main roads like the “Salt Road” were 
effectively impeding more people. 


Since the available military engineers were limited, the Queen had to decide 
on a priority list in terms of efficacy for the whole country. 


As aresult, the problem of a landslide on a mountain road with relative few 
travellers was put on the back burner or dumped entirely on the residents 
there, even if it was a severe obstruction for them. 


However, Aura was claiming that she was going to prioritize roads, where 
“people with a missing entry on the Roll of Names“ would pass through, 
this time. 


“The Royal Family is at fault for this case and when people end up losing 
their nobility, just because they could not reach the Capital, I will definitely 
fall out of favour with them. 


In the worse case, I will ‘leap’ you there, Greybeard. I know it will not be 
easy on you, but brace yourself for it.” 


When the Queen said that, the elderly mage shrugged his shoulders and 
heaved a heavy sigh. 


“Well, all right. These old bones of mine are yours to command, Your 
Majesty.” 


Normally, people with a lot of magical power tended to have trouble with 
small-scale magic that required few magical power, but some rare 
exceptions did exist. 


Espiridion was one of them. 
With all kind of spells and an enormous magic reservoir at hand, he could 
exhibit a power far greater than a whole group of military engineers all by 


himself. 


It would not even take him a day to make a road blocked by a landslide be 
passable by foot again. 


“T am counting on you.” 


The elderly magician nodded with a small smile to the request of the 
Queen. 


With the “Roll of Names” issue dealt with for now, the Queen began to talk 
to her trusted retainers about the other matter at hand. 


“Well then, I believe the news of my pregnancy already went around the 
Royal Palace, so what are the reactions in that regard?” 


To be precise, Doctor Michelle only had suggested “a high possibility for a 
pregnancy”, but nobility was not known to be patient enough to wait until it 
had been confirmed for real. 


Margret gave a report with a composed tone. 


“Yes, the majority of them are reacting the same way as before. Most of 
them are trying to push for a concubine for Master Zenjirou while others are 
aiming for the position of the second wet nurse. 


Needless to say, the great houses are carrying out both at the same time.” 


“Hmm, I just hope there will be someone suitable like Cassandra was for 
Carlos, but I have no bearing on that, unfortunately.” 


Saying that, the Queen rested her chin in her hand with a difficult 
expression. 


Cassandra was the wet nurse for their first child: Carlos Zenkichi. 


She was not upper nobility, but her personality was trustworthy and she had 
three own children, so in terms of nursing a child, she was the perfect fit for 
a “wet nurse”. 


Unfortunately, she had not received much education, so she could not 
continue as a “nursery nurse” after the nursing period. 


Aura could leave her child to Cassandra with an easy conscience. But 
would she actually find such a wet nurse for her second child as well? 


As a token of her anxiety, Aura unwittingly placed her right hand on top of 
her not yet swollen stomach. 


The slender-faced secretary raised an eyebrow to her behaviour, but did not 
address it and instead carried on the dialogue. 


“Certainly. We can only choose the most suitable applicant at that point. 
More importantly, the great houses will not aim for the wet nurse, but for a 
concubine for Master Zenjirou. 


We will have to think of a countermeasure for that first.” 
Aura gave a small nod to her secretary. 


“You are right. That is the more pressing problem. I was thinking that the 
presence of Princess Freya would put them off, but how does the current 
situation look like?” 


Princess Freya from the Uppsala Kingdom on the North Continent had 
actually proposed to Zenjirou at an official event. 


Afterwards, Queen Aura had not separated her from Zenjirou, but rather 
even allowed her to accompany Zenjirou to a wedding ceremony as his 
partner. At the Royal Palace, it was seen as nothing but a matter of time 
until Princess Freya was officially recognized as a concubine. 


Aura was asking whether such a de-facto concubine was discouraging other 
concubine aspirants or not. The Waiting Maid Margret shook her head 
relentless. 


“Unfortunately, her presence has actually worsened the situation instead. 
Truth be told, the nobles have increased their efforts on commending a 
concubine, compared to your first pregnancy.” 


Previously, they had believed Zenjirou preferred a “woman like Aura”. 


To put her charm blankly, she was a mature woman with a tall and 
voluptuously figure. 


But the prime age for marriage in this world ranged from fifteen to twenty- 
two years-old and only a few women had such a charm at such an age. 


On the other hand, Princess Freya was a typical beautiful girl in her later 
teens. She did have some quirks, such as her unladylike short hair or her 
zest for outdoor action while cross-dressing, but it made things simpler, 
when Princess Freya was acceptable to Zenjirou. 


Nobles were thinking that they just had to prepare an ordinary “attractive 
girl of marriageable age”, so the line-up was broader than before. 


Hearing the status report, the Queen heaved a heavy sigh. 
“I see. Then my husband being busy actually has a favourable effect.” 


“I do have heard that Master Zenjirou is working really hard, but is it really 
to such an extent?” 


The question from her secretary prompted the Queen to pull a wry face, but 
at the same time, she could not conceal a tinge of delight in her expression. 


“Yes. Ever since he was told that I might be pregnant, he has been using 
almost all of his free time to learn ‘Teleport’. He can already chant the spell 
without any trouble and the output of magical power does not prove to be a 
problem, either. 


Now he only needs to draw a concrete image of the spell in his mind, so he 
is almost there. 


You see, he promised me that he would definitely make it in time for my 
childbirth.” 


“Phew, you sure are loved, Your Majesty.” 


The Queen went red in the face in light of the teasing words from the aged 
magician, but threw out her large chest with pride. 


“Indeed. I do worry about the burden it gives him, though. But the bustle 
does seem to work in a favourable way, too. 


My husband is preparing to bring over a healer from the Twin Kingdom by 
learning “Teleport’ before I give birth. With that excuse, we can limited his 
public appearances to a minimum.” 


Normally, Zenjirou was such an obedient husband that it worried her 
instead, but there was one topic, where he explicitly expressed his refusal: 
Concubines. 


So it was a good thing to have a “legit reason” to shield him from the 
concubine obtrusions as much as possible. 


But the secretary with the slender face addressed the next problem with his 
usual inexpressiveness. 


“But, Your Majesty, if you really are pregnant, then we have to concern 
ourselves with a lack of manpower from now on. 


Assuming your pregnancy will proceed the same as before, we cannot 
expect you to continue to you work as you have during your pregnancy. 
Previously, Master Zenjirou had stepped up to compensate for it, but now 
that he is prioritizing his magic training, I am afraid the state affairs will 
stagnate.” 


“You have a point. We can only hope that my husband will have mastered 
‘Teleport’ before my pregnancy starts to obstruct my workload.” 


“Will Master Zenjirou not be going to the Twin Kingdom as soon as he has 
learned ‘Teleport’? 


We will be even more short of hands then.” 
The Queen denied the worry of her secretary with a shook of her head. 


“Not at all. The ‘Rainy Season’ has only just begun. And after that, we have 
the ‘Hottest Season’. Neither of them is suited for long-range travels. 


It will take at least half a year before my husband actually sets out.” 
Aura and Zenjirou had already discussed this matter before. 


Even if Aura were to ‘leap’ Zenjirou himself there, all the other personnel 
had to travel by land. 


People, who were not used to travelling, would have extreme troubles to 
move from the Carpa Kingdom on the western part of the South Continent 
to the Twin Kingdom on the central part during the “Rainy Season” or 
“Hottest Season” by foot. 


The slender-faced Secretary nodded approvingly to the statement of the 
Queen. 


“I see. Even Master Zenjirou would not be that reckless, after all.” 


“After all? My husband is very compliant to begin with, you know. He 
hardly ever tries to push a measure through.” 


When the Queen gave him a questioning look that was saying “You should 
know that”, the secretary raised an eyebrow in surprise and objected. 


“Master Zenjirou certainly is quite compliant and reasonable in most cases, 
but when it comes to your well-being, Your Majesty, I sometimes see him 
act otherwise.” 


This was not a compliment in its entirety, but in one sense, it was a most 
pleasant evaluation for Aura. 


Her usual reasonable husband became emotional to the point, where he 
abandoned his reasoning, when it involved her. It let her feel the sheer size 
of his affection. 


The Queen smiled softly with a mixed expression of embarrassment and 
pride. 


“Be it the incident with the ‘Roll of Names’ this time, the dragon 
subjugation in Valentia previously or the prototype distilled liquor and glass 
production in the backyard I have not told you about in detail yet; my 
husband has accumulated far too many achievements to keep them hidden. 
What is your opinion on that?” 


Looked at by the Queen, the blonde waiting maid took half a step forward. 


“Yes, it is as you say, Your Majesty. Every time Master Zenjirou achieves 
something, more people are spreading rumours about you being a ‘bad wife 
oppressing her husband’ little by little. 


Fortunately enough, Master Zenjirou reacts delicately and continues to deny 
these rumours every time they come up, so it has not become a serious 
problem, but it does not change the fact that such a tendency is on the rise.” 


In this patriarchic world, it was unnatural that Aura was holding the title of 
the Monarch as a woman, so it was understandable people would voice such 


an opinion, when Zenjirou was exhibiting a certain capability. 


Aside from the kinship, Zenjirou was of unknown origin to them, so while 
marrying into Royalty may be acceptable, the actual majority of people 
were expressing the opinion that Zenjirou should not ascend the throne. 


But as a matter of fact, a female monarch would be restricted in her duties 
every time she got pregnant and gave birth, so it was kind of inevitable that 
the nobles, who experienced the effect of a pregnancy on the state affairs 
first hand, would come to think that “a female monarch is troublesome after 
all”. 


Acknowledging this reality and such a future, the Queen made a resolve. 


“Carrying on like this will surely come back to bite me in the future. I am 
more than reluctant to do so, but I guess I will have to resign myself to 
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appointing a ‘Marshal’ and a ‘Prime Minister’. 


The Carpa Kingdom currently had no ‘Marshal’, the highest ranking 
military officer, nor a “Prime Minister, the highest ranking civil servant, 
appointed. 


Because Aura hated a division of powers as the Monarch. And she did have 
the wits to keep the country running without trouble while holding all the 
decisive power over both the military and the government. Until now, that 
is. 


But during the pregnancy, even Aura had trouble to deal with military and 
government matters alike by herself. 


“T see. That is why you are giving Master Zenjirou a title of nobility, too.” 


Quick on the uptake, her secretary immediately read her intentions, so the 
Queen agreed with a determined look. 


“Indeed. Right now, my husband is nothing but a member of the royal 
family and he cannot attend any real meetings, unless he acts as my 
representative. But with a title of nobility, he will be able to sit next to me.” 


With a “Marshal” and a “Prime Minister’, Aura’s workload would decrease. 
But at the same time, it would mean a decrease in authority as well. So it 
was easily conceivable that her influence on meetings would decline in the 
future. 


A title of nobility for Zenjirou would become meaningful at such a time. 


With it, Zenjirou could attend the meeting as some kind of Lord without 
being a representative for Aura. 


Of course they could not expect him to eloquently talk down the other 
higher nobility, but for Aura, it was sufficient to have one more person 
present, who would unconditionally take her side. 


Having discerned these intentions of the Queen, the Secretary nodded 
appreciatively a few times, then answered in a sharp-tongued manner. 


“Why yes, quite a sensible administration. The nobles will surely rejoice, 
when you appoint a ‘Marshal’ and ‘Prime Minister’, and your workload 
will decrease, too. On top of that, you keep up your powerbase for when it 
is important, so everyone, but one, will profit from it. Such a fabulous 
idea.” 


It was self-evident, who that one person was. 


Namely Zenjirou. He got an honorary title without land and, as a 
consequence thereof, only more work. 


“Just so you know, my husband did give his approval.” 


“Oh, I bet he did. Master Zenjirou is quite compliant after all. Even if it 
disadvantages him a bit, he will accept it without complaint as long as it 
will be of help to you. 


But Your Majesty, you have to understand that every person has a ‘limit’. 
Please do keep that in mind.” 


“I know.” 
The Queen took heed of the warning from her secretary with a wry face. 
As a matter of fact, Secretary Fabio had been right. 


So far, Zenjirou had been acting under the patronage of his wife, so “he did 
not need to endure anything, nor did he suffer from it”, but the 
inconveniences entailed by a title of nobility were something “he could 
endure, because he understood their necessity.” 


The difference between these two was obvious. 


The former would obviously be tough for an ordinary man here, but 
Zenjirou had different morale values and he did not suffer from it in the 
slightest, so was there no need for consideration. 


On the other hand, the latter was definitely tough on Zenjirou. But it was 
still on an acceptable level and he gladly assumed the role, when he could 
ease the burden on his beloved wife by enduring it. 

So if Aura were to forget the premise that Zenjirou was suffering from it 
and took his devotion “for granted”, it would disrupt their intimate married 
life. 


“T know that, of course.” 


So the Queen mumbled again as if to convince herself. 


Intermission 1: Amanda gives 
Advice 


A certain day during the “Rainy Season” in the Carpa Kingdom. 


Marquis Miguel Guzzle was meeting with Supervisory Maid Amanda in a 
room of the Royal Palace. 


“Tt has been a while, Amanda.” 
“Yes. You seem to be doing well, Master Miguel.” 


Sitting across from each other, the elderly feudal lord and the middle-aged 
supervisory maid exchanged a friendly greeting. 


In the first place, Amanda was a blood relative of Marquis Guzzle. 


To be precise, she was the daughter of the little brother of the previous 
Marquis, which made her a cousin to Miguel, the current Marquis. 


“Sorry for calling you out today. I know how busy you are as the 
Supervisory Maid and how difficult it is for you to come here to the Royal 
Palace.” 


When the Marquis apologized briefly, Supervisory Maid Amanda softened 
her usual stern expression and shook her head a bit. 


“Not quite. Fortunately enough, I enjoy quite a bit of trust from Her 
Majesty Aura, so leaving the Inner Palace is actually not all that difficult for 


me. Besides, it is a valuable opportunity to meet with you, Master Miguel. 


By the way, is he doing well?” 


When a married woman like Amanda was casually inquiring about a man 
like that, she was obviously referring to her husband. 


“Yes, quite well. But the recent ‘Roll of Name’ incident had taken a bit of a 
toll on Joseph. 


He is all better now, though, and was complaining how he did not lose any 
weight, even though he could not eat well during the incident.” 


“Fufu, I can just picture it.” 


Off-duty here, Amanda laughed happily while listening to the activities of 
the husband she married over twenty years ago. 


All her children had long since came of age and she had taken on the 
important duty as the Supervisory Maid of the Inner Palace, so Amanda was 
certainly missing her family after not seeing him for over a year. 


“Well, when he is doing well, I guess that means the matter with Miss Nilda 
caused no further problems.” 


Marquis Guzzle nodded affirmative to the smiling Amanda. 


“Yes. I was taken aback quite a bit, when I came to know about it, but 
fortunately enough, it went off without a hitch. All thanks to Master 
Zenjirou.” 


“Glad to hear that. Speaking of Miss Nilda, is she in the Capital right now 
as well?” 


“Indeed. She is running high all around our residence, because everything is 
new to her. I know I should be stopping her, but I just cannot bring myself 
to reprimand her... 


I would not think twice about scolding my subordinates, though.” 


With that, Marquis Guzzle scratched his head. 


“You only realize what you have until it is gone. Lady Lucinda has left a 
large void.” 


Supervisory Maid Amanda said teasingly, whereupon Marquis Guzzle 
screw up his nose poutingly. 


“I always knew what I had with her. The problem is, she went away so 
suddenly. I had no time to make preparations.” 


“She basically did everything from managing the domain to taking care of 
her siblings to their education, on her own after all.” 


“Yes and the education is actually the problem. As you know, Nilda was 
raised in a village until she was nine. So her education is far from perfect. 
Of course she knows her basics, seeing as she safely got through the 
audience with Her Majesty in the Palace, but I am still worried. But now 
that Lucinda married into another family, I have no one suited to teach 
Nilda anymore.” 


“I see. That is the most pressing matter right now, is it not?” 
Amanda deeply bowed her in approval. 


“Tt is. I feel bad for relying on others already, but I am afraid I do not have 
all that many connections. So, do you know of anyone suitable in your set 
of acquaintances, Amanda?” 


The request from the head of the main family prompted the capable woman 
in charge of the waiting maids in the Inner Palace to look up at the ceiling 
and ponder for a moment. 


“Just to be sure: You want to educate Miss Nilda as a proper Lady of the 
Guzzle Main Family, correct? That narrows the possibilities down quite a 
bit, even here in the Capital.” 


“Ves...” 


The Guzzle Household was one of the ten most prominent nobles in the 
current Carpa Kingdom. It goes without saying that very few people were 


qualified to teach the daughter of such a family. 


Nevertheless, Supervisory Maid Amanda mentioned the name of one of 
these rare candidates. 


“The first that comes to mind would be Lady Octavia, the wife of Count 
Marguez. Even more so than her beauty, the main reason they call her the 
flower of higher society is because of her conduct and character, so she 
makes the perfect teacher. 


Even Master Zenjirou, the Prince Consort, is being taught by her in 
manners, etiquette and even basic magic. Hence I can recommend her 
competence by all means.” 


The wife of Count Marguez: Lady Octavia. 
Hearing that name, Marquis Guzzle wore a scowl on his face. 


“Lady Octavia certainly is a sensible choice... but if possible, I would like 
to avoid to be indebted to Count Marguez. Whenever you sit at the 
negotiation table with him, you will end up owing him in the end, even if he 
was the one asking for a favour. 


And I would be asking a favour this time. To be honest, I am too scared to 
think about how that would turn out.” 


Marquis Guzzle and Count Marguez were equals as influential nobles, but 
there methods were the exact opposite of each other. 


A warrior through and through to the point that others called him unsuited 
for nobility, Marquis Guzzle would definitely be at a disadvantage, when 
negotiating with Count Marguez, who was the role model noble excelling at 
rhetoric and manipulating things behind the scenes. 


Although somewhat pathetic, his reason had an undeniable truth to it. 


Supervisory Maid Amanda gave a wry smile to his words and mentioned 
the next candidate. 


“Then how about the wife of Count Albéniz? She may be a bit strict, but is 
well known for her teaching of girls.” 


“No, a Strict teacher would be bad. Lucinda might have taught her well, but 
Nilda still comes from a small village. Even now, she sometimes does 
things that ‘give away her origin’ on unexpected occasions. 


So it has to be someone, who can turn a blind eye to some extent.” 


“What about Marquis Ralah’s wife then? She is not staying in the Capital, 
but in their own domain, so it might be a little bit worrying that you would 
have to send Miss Nilda there, but she is generous and strict in equal 
measure. There is nothing to complain about her skills, either. 


After all, Her Majesty Aura chose her as her wet nurse.” 


“No. The Marquis and his wife are known to be perfectionists. They would 
not return Nilda until she perfectly internalized the etiquette. Besides, Nilda 
would get lonely so far away from home.” 


“ ..Sheesh. Then you might as well send her over to the Guillén Family? 
Lady Lucinda could finish her education while Miss Nilda works as her 
chambermaid.” 


“T can’t really impose on her any further. I mean, she almost missed out on 
getting married, because I had her look after the house. And her standing in 
the new family would suffer, if I were to make her work for me just the 
same.” 
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Seeing as Marquis Guzzle kept rejecting all of her suggestions, Supervisory 
Maid Amanda fell silent with a blank expression. 


“Sorry for being so selfish, when I’m asking a favour of you.” 


While her older cousin slumped down ashamed, Amanda was still dealing 
with him earnestly. 


“Let us take one thing at a time. First off, what kind of conditions must the 
teacher fulfill at all costs? Please tell me all of them.” 


Prompted by her, Marquis Guzzle slowly answered while sorting out his 
thoughts. 


“Let’s see. This is kind of obvious, but it needs to be someone with an 
appropriate background worthy of teaching the daughter of a Marquis. 


On top of that, the person must be lenient to some extent towards any 
problems Nilda will cause due to her upbringing in the village. 


Moreover, I want it to happen in the Capital, if possible, so I can rush over 
and apologize in the case Nilda causes some serious trouble. 


And if I may have my way, I want an affable person, who doesn’t scowl 
Nilda into silence.” 


The conditions he gave were not all that unreasonable taken by themselves, 
but bundled together, it turned into quite the tall order. 


You could find a noble, who was worthy to teach high nobility. You could 
also find a noble, who was lenient enough to turn a blind eye to problematic 
behaviour to some extent. A lot of nobles were living in the Capital, too. 
And you could surely find an affable noble amongst them as well. 


But it was quite difficult to find a person, who met these criteria all at once. 
In fact, the first suggestion from Supervisory Maid Amanda, Count 
Marguez’s wife Lady Octavia was the closet to that ideal, but if he were to 
chose her, he would owe the cunning old bird Count Marguez one. Just 


thinking about that made him shiver. 


“Guess I’m asking too much.” 


It seemed like he had to bite the bullet for the sake of his cute daughter and 
negotiate with his nemesis. 


Marquis Guzzle was just about to make his resolve, when 
“No, I still have one person, or rather a place in mind.” 
Supervisory Maid Amanda unexpectedly answered like that. 
“Wh- Who is it!?” 


The Marquis raised his head in surprise, whereas Amanda declared 
businesslike. 


“Yours truly. Or maybe are you dissatisfied with me?” 


Supervisory Maid Amanda give him a little smile, but Marquis Guzzle was 
taken by complete surprise and could not hide the bewilderment in his 
words. 


“No... Wait... Do you mean you will quit working as the Supervisory Maid 
in the Inner Palace? I definitely cannot ask you to go that far for me.” 


But Amanda denied his words with a shake of the head. 


“Not quite, Master Miguel. I mean the opposite. My suggestion is to send 
Miss Nilda into the Inner Palace as a Waiting Maid.” 


“Nilda as a Waiting Maid!? But that’s...” 


“Yes, I know. We can merely recommend Miss Nilda. It is up to Her 
Majesty Aura to accept her or not. 


Fortunately enough, the Inner Palace is currently looking for more Waiting 
Maids, so I believe she has a good chance.” 


“Well, it certainly would be reassuring to have you teach her personally, but 
to be honest, I can’t help but worry about Nilda doing something 
inappropriate in front of Her Majesty Aura or Master Zenjirou.” 


His worry was obviously justified. 


Originally, only the best ended up being a Waiting Maid of the Inner Palace. 
They were hired for their already acquired competences and proper 
etiquette, not for actually teaching it to them. 


Having said this, that was nothing but the general image. In reality, traits 
like character, lineage, reliability and connections were far more important 
than skills and etiquette, so young waiting maids were not really expected 
to have mastered all the skills and etiquette, but Marquis Guzzle was 
somewhat badly informed about that, because he kept away from the 
political bustle in the Capital. 


“You do have a point, but please rest assured. 


As far as I know, Master Zenjirou is the most tolerant person amongst 
Royalty and Higher Nobility on the South Continent, when it comes to 
sociability and generosity of forgiving unintentional blunders.” 


“Hmm.... Is that so.” 
Zenjirou once again rose in Marquis Guzzle’s esteem. 


Since Marquis Guzzle deemed strictness only necessary in the military, he 
actually preferred it, when his superiors aka. Royalty valued lenience over 
discipline. 


Of course that was only his personal preference and others would surely 
frown upon such a meek ruler. 


Anyway, the Inner Palace seemed not to be such a bad idea, if Supervisory 
Maid Amanda could be trusted. 


“Okay. Then I shall write Her Majesty Aura a letter of recommendation for 
Nilda soon.” 


As if everything had been resolved now, Marquis Guzzle displayed a bright 
expression, but Amanda did not forget to remind him. 


“Tt goes without saying that it is up to Her Majesty Aura to accept Miss 
Nilda into the Inner Palace or not. Please keep in mind that she might get 
rejected by her, so you should feel Lady Octavia out as the next best choice, 
just in case.” 


“I, I know that.” 


The elderly Feudal Lord replied sour-faced. 
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A dragon carriage drawn by two Raptorial Dragons was running along the 
street of the Capital amidst the heavy rain. 


The stone-flagged street might not be affected by the “Rainy Season”, but 
there was less traffic for sure. 


Wealthy nobles like Marquis Guzzle were travelling in a solid closed 
carriage, so it was relatively irrelevant whether it was raining or not, but 
these people were a minority based on the total population. 


With a lot of nobles, the Capital had a lot of dragon carriage running on its 
streets, so there was a business specializing in removing the feces left 
behind by these dragons, but the daily wages during the “Rainy Season” 
were twice as much as during the “Vibrant Season”. 


It was quite a fortune for a day labourer, but even then, it was difficult to 
find enough people to clean up the dragon feces during the “Rainy Season”. 


Well, considering they had to run around the large Capital in the pouring 
rain and pick up muddy dragon feces from the side of the road, it might 
belong to human nature to stop short of it, even if the pay was good. 


Needless to say, a high noble like Marquis Guzzle could not fathom that 
kind of anguish of the commoners. 


The dragon carriage with the Marquis inside returned from the Royal Palace 
to his personal residence in the Capital with heavy clattering. 


“Pm back.” 
“Welcome back, Milord.” 


Returning home, Marquis Guzzle was welcomed at the entrance by Joseph, 
who was in charge of the residence in the Capital. 


With his chubby physique and helmet-like bowl haircut, Joseph was always 
giving off a droll aura that soothed the atmosphere, just by standing there. 


“Yeah, thanks. Amanda was doing fine, Joseph. And she was worrying 
about you.” 


Hearing the present condition of his beloved wife from his lord, Joseph 
showed a big smile on his round face. 


“Glad to hear. So, what did you tell her?” 


“T told her how you were complaining about not losing any weight, of 
course.” 


“Milord... Why take the trouble to especially tell my wife about my bad 
points?” 


Marquis Guzzle slightly shrugged his shoulders, when his retainer glared at 
him with a miserable face. 


“Well, she asked for it. In fact, Amanda was quite happy to hear about it.” 
“Geez, you need to be more considerate of your subordinates, Milord.” 


Joseph rebuked his lord with a wry face, but it lacked authenticity due to his 
well-rounded facial traits. 


“Hahaha, okay, I will keep it in mind.” 
“Knowing your memory, it surely will not be there for long, Milord.” 


Even while adhering to the right tone, their bantering was quite casual. The 
Marquis and Joseph seemed to share an intimate friendship. 


While the two of them larked around politely like that, the pitter-patter of 
light footsteps could be heard from inside the residence. 


“Welcome back, Father!” 


With a bright smile on her face, the second daughter of Marquis Guzzle, 
Nilda Guzzle appeared before them. 


She looked younger than her actual age, because of her small stature and 
baby-face, but she was fifteen years old, which made her an adult in the 
Carpa Kingdom. 


“Yes, I’m back, Nilda.” 


Even the fierce expression of Marquis Guzzle softened, when he saw the 
innocent smile of his daughter. 


Born and raised in a rural village, Nilda had been thrown into the world of 
nobility all of a sudden, but probably thanks to a kind environment, she still 
had not lost her affable and innocent smile that flustered its beholder. 


Her lack of wariness was a cause of worry to Marquis Guzzle, but at the 
same time, he was healed by it, so it did have its merits. 


“How is it going, Nilda? Have you written the letter?” 


Before he left, Marquis Guzzle had given his daughter some homework, so 
he asked about it now. 


The letter was referring to nothing else but a letter addressed to Zenjirou. 
When Nilda had taken care of Zenjirou during his stay in the March of 
Guzzle, he had promised her to “show her around the Capital, if she ever 


came over”. 


She was going to confirm whether that verbal promise had just been a 
pleasantry or a genuine offer, through an official letter. 


The daughter smiled proudly in light of her father’s question 
“Yes, I have written one! Will you look it over?” 

and looked up to him with her large black eyes. 

“Yeah, bring it over.” 

“Yes!” 

Thereat the little girl quickly toddled back to her own room. 


She was going a tad too fast, but she was still the keeping dignity of a lady 
with her pace, holding the hem of the skirt in place. 


“Hmm, seeing that, it might be safe to present her in public after all.” 


But when Marquis Guzzle mumbled that, Joseph denied it with a sigh next 
to him. 


“And where exactly are you looking, Milord?” 


“Mh? What do you mean? She looked like a fine lady to me. Are you 
thinking otherwise?” 


Marquis Guzzle was aware that he himself knew little about etiquette, so he 
became concerned with the negative answer from his retainer, asking him 
again. 


Joseph kneaded his temples with the thumb and middle finger of his right 
hand as if it was a “lost case”, and answered without hiding his disapproval. 


“Her conduct might get a passing grade, but that is not even the problem 
here. Why does a Lady of the Guzzle Family need to fetch a letter ‘by 
herself’? 


What does she think the servants are here for?” 

“Oh...?” 

When his lord exclaimed dumbfounded, Joseph continued his lecture. 
“Miss Nilda is taking too much after you, Milord.” 

“U, Ugh...” 

Hit home, Marquis Guzzle averted his eyes. 


Just like Joseph had pointed out, Marquis Guzzle was too carefree, 
considering his position. 


It was too troublesome to get other people do every little thing for him, so 
he ended up doing it himself instead. 


To begin with, Nilda had been raised in a village, where it was only natural 
to do things yourself, and with the bad influence from Marquis Guzzle on 
top of it, it was only understandable she would forget to make use of the 
servants. 


“Hmm, then it could actually have the opposite effect, if I let her work as a 
waiting maid in the Inner Palace with that kind of mindset.” 


“Milord?” 


Since Marquis Guzzle muttered it to himself in a very quiet voice, not even 
Joseph standing right next to him seemed to have heard it well and truly. 


“Pll explain later. I want to hear your opinion, too.” 
“Yes, I understand.” 


While the lord and his retainer were having this conversation, Nilda came 
back with pitter-pattering again. She was holding a dragon leather 
parchment as big as a post card. 


“Here it is, Father.” 
“Tet me see.” 


Taking the dragon leather parchment from Nilda, Marquis Guzzle read 
through the small letter. 


Postcard-sized, the letter did not contain all that much words. 
After formally addressing Zenjirou, she started with a seasonal greeting, 
then asked him if she may take him up on his verbal promise and ended it 


with an apology for writing him all of the sudden, signing it with her name. 


Although Marquis Guzzle was not all that good with education, he did 
know the basics as a high-ranking noble. 


So he could at least judge if the letter was written politely and neatly 
enough. 


“Hmm, seems to be alright.” 


Saying so, Marquis Guzzle handed the dragon leather parchment back to his 
daughter. 


“Really!?” 


Having looked at him anxiously up till now, Nilda now showed a bright 
smile on her face. 


“Yeah. I could point out a few things, but it will not cause any problems for 
now, if you send it to Master Zenjirou like that. You did well, Nilda.” 


“Yes!” 


Praised by her father, the daughter replied happily from the bottom of her 
heart. 


Seeing her like that, the Marquis remembered what Lucinda, the daughter 
he married off not long ago, said before. 


‘Please remember to praise Nilda for her success, no matter how trivial it 
may be. She was raised as a commoner for some time, so she is always 
worried if she is acting appropriate for a noble.’ 


Nilda had been raised by Lucinda, and definitely not by him. 


Becoming painfully aware again of the hole the eldest daughter left behind, 
Marquis Guzzle spoke to his other daughter. 


“I know how much you dislike studying, so you must have worked really 
hard for this. Have you been looking forward to it that much?” 


“Yes! The garden in the Royal Palace seems to have all kind of things like a 
beautiful fountain or a pond with a lot of goldfishes! I really want to see 
that!” 


“T see. 
Marquis Guzzle showed a wry smile in light of her answer. 


Seeing as she was trying to get closer to Prince Consort Zenjirou, the father 
had suspected she might harbour the ambition to get involved with the 
Royal Family, but the moral values of his daughter were apparently much 
more youthful than he had thought. 


“That’s definitely something to look forward to.” 
“Yes l 33 


It would be distasteful to question her any further, so Marquis Guzzle just 
looked at the dazzling smile of his daughter for a while. 


Chapter 02: Nilda Guzzle 2 


This might go without saying, but just because it was called the “Rainy 
Season”, it did not mean that it was going to rain non-stop for three months. 


With a bit of luck, you got a few consecutive days without rain, albeit with 
a cloudy sky, and with even more luck, the sun came out for a bit. 


This afternoon was one of these rare sunny days during the “Rainy Season”. 


Zenjirou was walking through the garden of the Royal Palace together with 
two girls. 


Even there, the persistent rain had washed away the soil or damaged the 
plants, but the royal gardeners dealt with it skillfully. 


Thanks to them, the garden was still worth being called “beautiful” despite 
being in the very middle of the “Rainy Season”. 


Seeing this fine garden for the first time, the black haired girl, Nilda Guzzle 
exclaimed excitedly. 


|” 


“Uwah, so pretty! It is so pretty, Master Zenjirou 
“Pm glad you like it.” 


Zenjirou narrowed his eyes pleased, when Nilda was thrilled at the sight of 
the bubbling fountain in front of her. 


Captivated by that fountain, she was not paying attention to her footing as 
she teetering around, but fortunately enough, it had not rained in days, so 
the ground was not slippery. 


Still, it would be bad, if anything were to happen, so Zenjirou was about to 
give her a light warning, when the other girl called out to Nilda with a 
smile. 


“Nilda, you are getting a bit carried away.” 
“Ah, I am sorry, Princess Freya. That was unsightly of me.” 


The voice from the silver-haired girl, namely Princess Freya, brought Nilda 
back to her senses and she corrected her posture. 


Zenjirou unwittingly cracked a smile, when he saw her switch from 
hyperactive to modest in no time, as it reminded him of a well-trained, but 
energetic pet dog. 


(Whoops. I gotta be careful. Being with Nilda messes with my sense of 
intimacy.) 


Admonishing himself, he pulled himself together before becoming too 
relaxed. 


Apparently dealing with the girl named Nilda had the same effect on him as 
with Princess Bona: His usual tensioned attitude was coming loose. 


To begin with, he had been too careless, when he promised a full-aged girl 
to “show her around the Royal Palace”. 


In a desperate manner, he had reasoning that “he never said anything about 
showing her around with just the two of them” and had Princess Freya 
accompany them, but Nilda seemed to never have had any ulterior motives 
to begin with and was happy about her company. 


Both of them had gotten rather close during the incident at the March of 
Guzzle, so his plan seemed to work out well. 


Under the watchful eyes of his bodyguard Knight Natalio, various other 
soldiers, some royal waiting maids, Princess Freya’s bodyguard Skathi and 
some rear vassal knights that acted as a bodyguard for Nilda, Zenjirou 
committed himself to escort the two girls. 


“The pond with the ’ golden fishes’ I told about before is this way. Want to 
take a look?” 


“Yes, please!” 
“Golden fishes? That sounds fascinating.” 
Hence Zenjirou guided Nilda and Princess Freya to the pond in the back. 


“Over there. It is not really dangerous, because it is quite shallow, but 
please be still careful as there is no fence.” 


“Yes, thank you for the warning.” 


Listening to him, Nilda stood at the edge of the pond and observed the shoal 
of fishes swimming in the pond. 


“Wooooaaah... So pretty!” 
It was indeed a beautiful sight to behold. 


A single fish was no bigger than the middle finger of a grown-up, but there 
were so many of them that the whole water surface sparkled brightly. 


With a stricter upbringing as a lady, the glint in the eyes of Princess Freya 
was not as distinct as in Nilda’s, but she did seem interested and leaned over 
a bit to get a better look. 


“You have some really colourful fishes here. I am quite surprised.” 


Zenjirou got the idea that fishes and birds became plainer further to the 
north and more colourful further to the south, so he asked Princess Freya a 
question in light of her words. 


“Does the North Continent not have ornamental fishes like this, Princess 
Freya?” 


“Hmm, at least I have never seen such ‘beautiful’ fishes before. Above all, 
a shallow pond like that would completely freeze up in winter.” 


“Oh, right. It would certainly be difficult to keep them then. And making 
the pond deeper would defeat the purpose of sightseeing.” 


“Indeed. As such, fishes were nothing but a source of food in my eyes. 
Prosaic, is it not?” 


The silver-haired princess shrugged her shoulders with a wry smile. 


“Not at all. I am actually envious. The Capital is located inland, so I only 
ever get to eat freshwater fishes here.” 


The fishes used in food almost entirely amounted to saltwater fishes for 
Zenjirou, a born Japanese. 


By no means did the freshwater fishes served in the Royal and Inner Palace 
taste bad, but because of their peculiar taste, he did prefer saltwater fishes 
after all. Nilda turned around to the two royal members and joined their 
conversation with a friendly smile. 


“T like fishes, too. When I was still living in the village, I caught and ate 
small fishes from a waterway this big. It channelled off a far away river.” 


While saying this, Nilda spread her arms and if her words could be trusted, 
the waterway in her home village was not even measuring thirty centimetre 
in width or depth. Even a child would be able to cross it easily. It may have 
been a small village, but did they never consider to expand it? At this size, 

it would not be strange if it were to dry up during the Hottest Season. 


“Did they ever talk about expanding that waterway? I would think having 
more water would be better.” 


Nilda shook her head to his question, then answered. 


“No, it is too dangerous. If they were to expand it any further than this, then 
crocodiles or carnivore dragons would get to the village, when the river is 
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in flood during the ‘Rainy Season’. 


Apparently they also had a well in the village as another water source, so 
there was no real shortage of water during the Hottest Season. 


“T see. So you have to consider these factors, too.” 


Hearing this story, Zenjirou once again realized how much he lacked the 
common knowledge of this world. 


(Speaking of, I wonder how the water source for the Capital is managed? 
With so much water required, the waterway can’t be all that small.) 


Did they strain a wire mesh or alike somewhere on the way to prevent 
dangerous animals from entering? Zenjirou was curious about that, but as 
royalty and kind of master of the Palace, he knew better than to satisfy his 
curiosity by asking royalty from another country or the daughter of a noble 
from his own country. 


(Pll ask Aura later.) 


Zenjirou was preoccupied with his thoughts. In the meantime, Nilda spotted 
a building in the back of the garden and spoke up. 


“Say, Master Zenjirou, what is that building over there?” 


The building she pointed at was very far away and partly concealed by 
trees, so no details of it could be made out, but even then, it looked 
obviously out of proportion to this garden. 


All things here, be it the pond, the fountain or the pavilion, admittedly 
differed in size, but they all shared a thoughtful beauty. Yet that building 
looked like nothing but a crude wooden hut. 


Faced with her question, Zenjirou did gave a wry smile, but answered 
honestly as it was nothing to hide in particular. 


“Oh, that is the ‘Goat Shed’. Sorry, but I cannot show it to you.” 


“A ‘Goat Shed’?” 


Nilda tilted her head puzzled. Apparently the word “goat” did not exist in 
her vocabulary. 


Since the “Soul of Words” worked properly, the term must exist in the 
language of the western part of the South Continent, but Nilda probably did 
not come across the word so far as she was raised in the borderland. 


“A goat is a livestock from the North Continent. Princess Freya here was so 
kind to give us some. It is the first time our country is farming them. 


We try to keep people away as much as possible until the goats have gotten 
used to their new environment.” 


The expert dispatched by Princess Freya, Nicolai was taking care of the 
goats with all his might, so the goat milk sent to the Inner Palace had 


recently lost most of its smell. 


Right now, the breeding seemed to go well, too, and some yeanlings had 
already been born in the shed. 


However, Princess Freya voiced a little worry to Zenjirou. 


“I am a bit worried, because we did not expect this constant rain. You 
carefully built the shed according to Nicolai’s instructions, so I do not think 
anything serious will happen, but still...” 


“Eh? You’re worried?” 


In light of her unexpected utterance, Zenjirou forgot his royal manner of 
speech for a moment and responded casually. 


Totally warming up to Princess Freya beyond their standings, Nilda asked 
the question at hand before he could. 


“Princess Freya, are these so-called goats bad with rain?” 


When Nilda looked at her straight with her round black eyes, Princess Freya 
affirmed it with a smile. 


“Yes. Goats are known for their exceptional ability to adapt to the 
environment as they manage with little food, but they originally come from 
dry high plains, so they are somewhat weak to rain and humidity. It is not a 
fatal vulnerability, though.” 


The reason she spoke so politely to Nilda was because she was addressing 
Zenjirou at the same time. 


In fact, Zenjirou replied to her and not Nilda. 
“Is that so? That certainly is a bit worrying.” 


To him, the goats in the shed embodied the hope to enrich his eating habits 
in the future. 


As of recently, the goat milk in particular had lost a lot of its smell and was 
a lot easier to drink now. 


He might actually cry for real, if the goats were to die out due to some skin 
disease. 


“I hate to trouble you, Princess Freya, but could you inquire about the 
situation from Nicolai?” 


Nicolai was currently dispatched to the Carpa Kingdom, but he still used 
Princess Freya as an intermediary, because their relationship was not all that 
close yet. 


When the goats died out, Zenjirou would cry and that was the end of it, but 
Nicolai was left in charge of them as an expert, so his very life might 
actually be on the line here. 


Neither Zenjirou, nor Aura assessed the farming of northern livestock in an 
unfamiliar environment such as the Carpa Kingdom as easy, so even if it 
did fail by some kind of twist, they would not give him such a severe 
sentence. 


But who would actually believe it, when relatively unacquainted royalty 
told you: “It’s okay. Even if you fail, there won’t be a punishment, so take it 


easy.” 


With an explanation from Zenjirou, Princess Freya comprehended that 
approach and accepted his request with a calm smile. 


“Very well. I shall meet with Nicolai soon and discuss it with him.” 
“Thank you, Princess Freya.” 


Zenjirou somehow ended up talking away with Princess Freya, but the main 
guest today was Nilda, not Princess Freya. 


Remembering that, he faced the young girl with the imposing big black 
eyes again. 


“Well then, are you thirsty by chance? If you like, we can take a break in 
the pavilion over there.” 


“Yes, thank you for your consideration, Master Zenjirou.” 


Nilda nodded to him with a friendly smile. 
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Around the time Zenjirou was talking with the two girls in the garden, 
Queen Aura was working in one room of the Royal Palace. 


Not long ago, Doctor Michelle had diagnosed her with a “pregnancy 
without a doubt.” 


Learning from the previous pregnancy, it was highly likely that her morning 
sickness would soon become worse and heavily obstruct her work 
efficiency. 


In light of the child in her belly, she definitely could not overdo things, but 
she wanted to get the work she was capable of right now out of the way. 


The stack of dragon leather parchment at her hands in particular were 
important documents for a smooth delivery in the future. 


“Now let me see who we got for the second recruitment.” 
With these words, Aura looked through the bundle of parchments. 


Just as she had muttered now, these documents were the second round of 
applications for waiting maids of the Inner Palace. 


A few waiting maids had retired due to marriage or age reasons, so they had 
Started a recruitment for new waiting maids a few months ago. 


The elected people from the first round had become accustomed to the 
Inner Palace in the last few months, so they were going to run a second 
election now. 


Secretary Fabio had gone through the applicants beforehand and eliminated 
the candidates not worth the trouble of the Queen herself, so applications 
were unexpectedly sparse. 


The Queen silently looked through the bunch of papers with her loyal 
secretary standing besides her. 


These recommendation letters were kept rather short. All of them had 
written the name of the candidate, her age, the name of her backer and their 
relationship on it for sure. 


Then each backer had written down the fortes of their candidates in an 
attempt to appeal, but to be honest, Aura skipped most of these. 


In the first place, it was always the same bragging about appearance and 
manners. If she were to take them at face value, the Carpa Kingdom would 
apparently be overflowing with girls, who were supposed to become 
peerless beauties in the future. 


“Mirela, fourteen years old. Backed by Count Marquez. Uncle and niece. 
Oh, the niece from Count Marquez. So she is already at this age?” 


Looking at the first parchment, Aura recalled the person from her name. 


Aura had memorized Count Marquez and his entire family, which had 
fielded Raffaelo Marquez as one of the two former marriage candidate for 
her, so she did not need to ask the secretary standing next to her about it. 


“This goes here.” 


She placed the dragon leather parchment to the right. Then she looked 
through the others papers one after another. 


“Isidora, thirteen years old. Backed by Marquis Bervides. Father and 
daughter. 


Lorensha, twelve years old. Backed by Baron Massana. Father and 
daughter. Additionally, the little sister of the former waiting maid Keyshia. 


Hasmin, sixteen years old. Backed by Viscount Bonilla. Father and 
daughter. Hmm.” 


There was no reason to reject them, but neither was there any decisive 
factor that warranted hiring them, so these candidates went to the left side 
of the desk. 


“Next one. Luisa, thirteen years old. Backed by Marquis Ralah. Wait, that 
means... Yep, as expected, ‘Lord and Subject’. Since my husband works 
outside more often now, Ines and Margret cannot cope with it alone 
anymore. This obviously goes here.” 


Placing the dragon leather parchment to the right, the Queen showed a 
satisfied smile. 


Afterwards, Aura checked all the papers, but after going through them once, 
there were hardly any worthwhile candidates. 


The troublesome ones had been dropped before Aura got to see them and 
the remaining ones hardly ever distinguished themselves from the others. 


So far she had almost mechanically sorted the papers to the left and right 
(mainly to the left), but the Queen suddenly stopped her hand at the very 
last parchment. 


“Nilda, fifteen years old. Backed by Marquis Guzzle. Father and daughter. 
...Miss Nilda as a waiting maid?” 


Taken somewhat by surprise, the Queen looked up to the face of her trusted 
retainer by her side. 


“Fabio, I want to hear your opinion. What do you think of this?” 


Addressed by the Queen, the Secretary replied calmly with his usual 
inexpressive mask. 


“There are generally two reasons to send your daughter into the Inner 
Palace: First, wanting a connection to the Royal Family. And second, giving 
your daughter some prestige. 


For an influential family like the Guzzle Family, it is usually the former, but 
in the case of Miss Nilda, I would say it is more likely the latter.” 


“Yeah, considering her situation, any decent parent would try to polish her 
up.” 


Aura looked up at the ceiling and put her right hand against her head. 
Raised as an illegitimate child in a village, the little girl had made a grand 


debut at the audience room, because she had not been listed on the “Roll of 
Names” until recently. Her past could not be any more dubious than that. 


Moreover, Marquis Guzzle already suffered a trauma from not being able to 
marry off his eldest daughter Lucinda until she passed her best years. So it 
was not unthinkable that he would dote a little bit too much over his second 
daughter. 


According to Zenjirou, their relationship was positive to the point, where 
their complicated starting point was nowhere to be seen anymore. 


After pondering for a while, Aura made a decision. 


“Well, her birth and upbringing aside, I did kind of put her on display with 
the ‘Roll of Names’ incident. I guess I will have to make up to them.” 


The last parchment was placed on the right side of the desk. 
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At night of the same day. 


Done with their work, the Queen and the Prince Consort were reporting the 
latest news to each other as always in the living of the Inner Palace. 


After dinner and bath, they had sat down across from each other on the 
couches in their light nightgowns, drinking cold water in a relaxed manner. 


In a departure from convention, three waiting maids were standing by 
Aura’s side, though. 


Now that her second pregnancy had been confirmed for sure, Aura had to 
pay attention to her body and the other life within it. 


Normally, Aura was sending the waiting maids away in consideration of 
Zenjirou’s moral values, but she was actually pure-blooded royalty. 


To be honest, she could relax better with some maids by her side to order 
about. 


Usually Aura was considerate towards Zenjirou, but during her pregnancy, 
it was Zenjirou’s turn to be considerate towards her. Neither of them 
actually mentioned it, it just happened naturally. 


In this relaxing environment, Aura spoke up first. 


“Well then, I have something to tell you first. We have gotten applicants for 
the second waiting maid recruitment. I have already narrowed them down 
to the final candidates. The new maids are scheduled to come in soon.” 


“Okay. Sounds good. The first newcomers have settled in after all.” 


The first round of newly hired waiting maids had come into the Inner 
Palace while Zenjirou had been away to the March of Guzzle, so he did not 
really have time to get used to them, but they had never gotten in the way. 


Zenjirou had agreed to increase the personnel, when the other maids retired, 
a long time ago, so there was no point in rejecting them now. 


But he was certainly surprised at her next words. 


“T want you to be mindful of one thing. Truth be told, Nilda will be one of 
the new waiting maids.” 


“Nilda!?” 


Naturally, he unwittingly exclaimed in surprise. 


This was the first time that someone he got to know outside was coming 
into the Inner Palace. 


When Zenjirou displayed confusion and a bit of wariness on his face, Aura 
expanded on it. 


“Ah, needless to say, you do not need to treat her any different. If anything, 
you are getting a bit along too well with her. Just be careful you do not start 
to treat the other waiting maids differently, too.” 


He was obviously relieved to hear that. 


“Alright then. But still, that surprised me. For a moment, I thought she was 
going on the offensive, too.” 


“T would have rejected her, if that were the case. Apparently Marquis 
Guzzle purely wants her to work in the Inner Palace. Given her background 
story, you know. 


He must want to give her the prestige as a ‘former waiting maid of the Inner 
Palace’ to find her a fine husband.” 


“Oh, I see. That’s his aim.” 
Zenjirou already knew about Nilda’s birth circumstances. 
So he immediately accepted that reasoning. 


Well, Marquis Guzzle simply wanted to “finish the education of his 
daughter under a kind master in the Inner Palace”, but Queen Aura had no 
way of knowing that yet. 


She would only realize it later in a conversation with Supervisory Maid 
Amanda. 


“Okay. Pll keep it in mind.” 


Zenjirou had taken a liking to Nilda, so he welcomed it that she would be 
working at his side as a waiting maid. 


He had been with her just recently at noon, so he gave a report as well. 


“Nothing really serious happened on my side. Both Nilda and Princess 
Freya seemed to have enjoyed the tour. 


Frankly speaking, I’m not really the type to notice, when a woman harbours 
feelings for me, but it looked to me like Nilda simply wanted to see the 
palace. She had no ulterior motives.” 


“T see.” 


Aura nodded with a stern expression to his report. She kept it a secret from 
Zenjirou, but amongst the waiting maids in the garden had been a 
subordinate from Margret. In other words a secret agent. 


It was indispensable to get another opinion than Zenjirou’s subjective view 
from her later on, but Aura herself also considered neither Nilda, nor 
Marquis Guzzle behind her capable of utilizing sex appeal for power play. 
Most likely, Zenjirou’s assessment was spot-on. 


Yet, Aura was not able to avoid warning him on that score. 
“Fine. But you still need to be careful, when meeting her. 


She might not harbour romantic feelings for you, but her feelings are 
favourable nonetheless. 


I might be getting ahead of myself, but it seems you have the same level of 
intimacy with Miss Nilda as with Princess Bona.” 


“Uhh... Okay, I’ll be careful.” 


When his wife pointed out what he himself had also been aware of, the 
husband averted his eyes and obediently took her advice to heart. 


At any rate, Aura had no intention to nag about it all that much. 


She immediately moved onto the next topic. 


“What else is there? Oh right. You, bring me that.” 


The Queen looked at one waiting maid, who simply bowed without 
questioning the vague order. 


“Yes, very well.” 


Smoothly moving to one corner of the room, the waiting maid came back 
with a package wrapped in red cloth. 


Considering she was carrying it by herself, it must not be all that heavy. 
Then Aura gave that waiting maid another order. 

“Put it down there. But be careful so as not to break it.” 

“Yes.” 


As she had been told, the waiting maid put the wrapped package onto the 
table between Aura and Zenjirou and unwrapped the red cloth skilfully. 


“OHH!?” 


Seeing what was inside, Zenjirou unwittingly leaned forward and exclaimed 
joyful. 


Pleased by the reaction of her husband, the Queen smirked and threw out 
her big chest that was wrapped in her light nightgown. 


“Behold the newest achievement of our craftsmen!” 


In a nutshell: It was a “glass flower vase”. 


Illuminated from all sides by the white light of the LED floor lamps, the 
light green glass twinkled and any person from modern Earth would 


identify it as a “glass flower vase” for sure. It was such a perfect 
workmanship. 


It stood on its own on top of the flat table and had a hole on top to put in 
flowers. As it had no other visible holes, you could expect it to hold water 
as well. 


A “glass flower vase“ well and truly. 


It was indeed well-done to the point, where you would ask impressed “did 
you make that yourself?”. 


But even though it could stand by itself, it seemed like the bottom was not 
perfectly flat and seemed somewhat unstable. On the whole, it looked 
obviously distorted, too. 


No one on Modern Earth would probably buy this, not even in a hundred 
yen shop. 


Even with the biggest form of flattery, it was only about the level of a better 
result from the try-it-yourself corner at a glass museum. 


But Zenjirou’s delight had nothing to do with the workmanship of the glass 
container. 


The important point was that they finally managed to produce “glass” 
without doubt in this world. The glass vase cast a light green shadow over 
the table due to the light from the LED floor lamps. 


Its colour was way more transparent than the colour from Ramune bottles at 
least. 


“Wow. The craftsmen must have really given it their all, given the short 
time span.” 


The Queen narrowed her eyes pleased in light of the compliment from 
Zenjirou. 


“Well, yes, their future depends on it after all.” 


The reinstated former smiths asides, the young craftsmen headhunted from 
all the smith apprentices would have a dark future awaiting them, if they 
failed to make a name for themselves as glass manufacturers. 


The royal family was paying them enough to not be troubled in their 
livelihood, but hardly any woman would marry a guy working in a line of 
work without prospects. 


In order to find a wife and build a stable family, they needed to establish the 
job known as “glassblower” in this world. Compared to women, men were 
suitable for marriage over a longer period of time, but a time limit existed 
nevertheless. 


Then Aura suggested to the excited Zenjirou. 


“As aresult, I would like to finally try making these glass marbles next. 
You already had an idea about how to make them spherical, right?” 


“Yes. It’s not really my idea, but just something I saw at a glass museum in 
the past, though. Give me a sec. Like I told you before, it’s hard to explain 
with words, so Pll draw a sketch.” 


With these words, Zenjirou stood up from the couch and headed for the 
desk, where he kept the printing paper and pens. 


“Ah, wai—” 


Aura did not even have time to stop him. Her raised hand dangled 
awkwardly in the air as she put on a wry smile. 


In her eyes, it was questionable why royalty had to get up and fetch 
something by themselves, when there were waiting maids around, but to 
Zenjirou, it was only normal to go fetch something by yourself without 
relying on others, if it was in the same room. 


These trivial things really showed the difference in moral values between 
them. 


But the reason the couple was still getting along just fine was because they 
both understood that it was normal for their partner and respected each 
other’s moral values. 


Anyway, Zenjirou did not notice the wry smile of his wife at all, since he 
had turned his back to her, and returned to the couch with paper and pen in 
hand. 


“Ehm, I have two ideas. A primitive method and a modern method. P1 
draw down both, but I think the modern one won’t work out, since it 
requires a driving force.” 


Saying this, he drew down a device to make the glass marbles spherical. 
His struggle persisted for a while. 


Having no artistic disposition, Zenjirou had troubles drawing it, but 
somehow finished two sketches that tried to convey his idea to the beholder. 


“Something like this. I suggest the first one. The second one would be 
better, but is more like something to work towards to.” 


“Let me see... Oh, I see. The first one is easy to understand. You pour a 
controlled amount of molten glass down this repetitive spiral-shaped 
channel.” 


“Yes, exactly. While the molten glass rolls down this spiral slope, it 
naturally becomes round and by the time it gets to the end, it has cooled 
down somewhat and becomes firm. 


Although it looks simple, I believe it will require a lot of trial and error, so 
you better tell the craftsmen to be prepared for that.” 


The theory was extremely simple: You just let molten glass roll down a 
spiral slope made of metal. But with a bit of thinking, you could come up 
with a lot of reasons why it could fail. 


If the molten glass was too viscous, it failed by sticking to the metal. 
If the spiral slope was too steep, it failed by rolling over the edge. 


But if the slope was too shallow, it failed by losing momentum in the 
middle and stopping premature. 


Needless to say, it also failed, when there was a single distortion or bump in 
the spiral slope. 


The method was relatively simple, but required a fine-tuned assembly. 


“And this is the other one? I do not really understand it, even with this 
drawing. Does this circling line mean this roller is turning around?” 


“Yes. You take two uniform round rollers with grooves carved into them 
and let them spin at the same speed, in the same direction. Then you pour 
the molten glass into the groove. The gap between the rollers is smaller than 
the diameter of the marbles, so the molten glass does not drop down and 
keeps spinning in between. 


By spinning in the grooves of the rollers, the molten glass naturally globes 
itself, cools down over time and becomes firm.” 


The other sketch pictured only the crucial part of the modern process for 
making marbles. 


Normally, that glass manufacture was fully automated. Glass shards were 
melted, cut into the right amount and moulded into a sphere. Uneven ones 
were eliminated while the rest naturally cooled down. 


But it would be impossible to recreate that whole production line in this 
world. Neither was it necessary to do so. 


What mattered was how they could shape the molten glass into a proper 
sphere before it cooled down and hardened. 


The craftsmen themselves could take care of adjusting the amount of 
molten glass or picking out uneven ones. 


One bag of marbles was sold for around a hundred yen on Modern Earth, so 
they needed to make thousands, if not ten of thousands all at once, 
otherwise there would be no profit, but that did not apply to this world. 


The marbles were going to be a catalyst for the magic tools, so strictly 
speaking, making one marble a day would already be plenty enough. 


“How are you going to spin these rollers? Manually by hand?” 


“Hmm, if possible, I would like to use a waterwheel. At any rate, this is just 
another scenario. For now, we should work with the first method. 


I just wanted to give an alternative in case we can’t get the first method to 
work out at all.” 


It goes without saying that Zenjirou was no expert on making glass or 
marbles. The only experience he had with it was seeing the assembly line 
once at a museum during a school trip. 


Apart from that, he only vaguely remembered stuff from reading on the 
internet or in books. 


“Mm 33 


The Queen compared the two sketches with each other. Even an amateur 
like her, could tell at a glance that the second method was far more 
complicated than the first. 


Needless to say, the simple structure of the first one did not necessarily 
mean it was equally simple to recreate, but its feasibility was higher without 
doubt. 


“Okay. Then I shall only pass the first spiral method to the craftsmen for 
now. 


They are all former smiths. It should not prove to be all that difficult to 
recreate its appearance. They might even be glad to get to forge something 
again in a long time.” 


Although Aura said this, she was actually not thinking that it would go so 
smoothly. 


Even if they were former smiths, most of them had been young apprentices 
with uncertain job prospects in that business. 


In spite of being overseen by retired professionals, the smithcraft of these 
glass craftsmen was probably going to be inferior to the work of regular 
blacksmiths. 


However, she could not simply allocate that work to some other 
professional blacksmiths just because of that. 


The glass craftsmen themselves would actually be using the tools to make 
marbles, whereas other blacksmiths would have absolutely no clue about 
glass itself or what these tool would be used for. 


So it was self-evident that outsourcing the creation of tools in the testing 
would involve communication problems somewhere down the road. 


“Alright. Pl leave it to you, Aura.” 
“Good.” 


Having finished her report about the glass now, Aura look at the waiting 
maids at her side once more. 


“You two, bring me the other stuff now.” 


The two waiting maids calmly accepted the obscure order without getting 
flustered. 


“Yes, very well.” 


“Please wait a moment.” 


Like the maid before them, the two of them moved to one corner of the 
room and brought a barrel small enough to be carried in one hand and a 
palm-sized round block of wood. 


“Excuse us.” 


When the two waiting maids returned, they put the small barrel and round 
wood block onto the table with these words. 


Zenjirou could tell at a glance what these things were. 
“This is ‘Distilled Liquor’ and a ‘Compass’ ?” 
The Queen affirmed it with a smile, when her husband leaned forward. 


“Indeed. The ‘Distilled Liquor’ is from the first batch up for sale and this 
‘Kuhmpuhs’ was made according to the sketch you drew before. 


The liquor was already well-received at the night banquet, so we are 
starting a little mass-production this year and will sell it to the public.” 
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Seeing how the culture he introduced was taking root in this world, 
Zenjirou was greatly excited, but also somewhat worried. 


Well, the ‘Distilled Liquor’ had already existed on the North Continent, so 
it would have been only a matter of time until it reached the South 
Continent, though. 


“Pour us some.” 

“Yes.” 

Ordered by the Queen, the waiting maid at her side filled the empty Kiriko 
Glasses they had used before to drink some cold water, with the liquor from 


the small barrel. 


It looked no different than water, colourless and transparent. 


Zenjirou immediately grabbed his glass and carefully took a nip of it. After 
savouring it a bit on his tongue, he swallowed it. 


“Yes, it’s well done. We can sell it like that.” 
As such, Zenjirou gave it his seal of approval. 


At first, they could only make ‘Distilled Liquor’ with the electrical hotplate 
distillery he had brought along, but it had already been more than half a 
year, since the people of this world had started their quest to recreate it with 
the tools of this world. 


They could make a plain ‘Distilled Liquor’ without problem now. 
“Seeing as you want to sell it, it is profitable already?” 
Zenjirou asked curiously, whereas Aura shook her head with a grim face. 


“No, it is hardly profitable at the present. And considering the investment in 
the facility, we are actually operating in the red.” 


In a way, he had expected that answer. Zenjirou put the glass down on the 
coaster and spoke grimly as well. 


“Yeah, thought so. The distilling process isn’t all that effective, either, so 
it’s only natural.” 


“The costs for the materials and fuel are more of a problem, though. 
Considering its supply and demand, there is no perfect season for the 
manufacture. We recruited people for the typical handiwork of the ‘Rainy 
Season’ this time, but I would like to try making it during the ‘Hottest 
Season’ next year.” 


“Hm? What do you mean?” 


Her husband titled his head puzzled, as he seemed to not understand, 
whereat Aura explained it in simplified terms. 


“T intend to use fruit wine or ale shy of spoiling as the raw materials for the 
‘Distilled Liquor‘. We can purchase large quantities of these for cheap 
during the ‘Rainy Season’, but the price for the fuel we need for the 
distilling process is at its highest during the ‘Rainy Season’. 


Taking the price for the fuel into account, the ‘Hottest Season’ would be 
best, but then the raw materials become scare goods.” 


“Oh, a cause for worry for sure...” 
Comprehending what she was getting at, Zenjirou heaved a troubled sigh. 


On top of having a climate with high temperatures and high humidity, the 
Carpa Kingdom had not developed a preservation method, so the average 
fruit wine or ale with low alcohol content was spoiling relatively quickly. 


Unlike Modern Japanese, the commoners of the Carpa Kingdom would still 
drink it with a bit of spices or sugar, when the alcohol turn a bit sour, but 
there was a limit to that as well. 


The “Rainy Season” with its continuous rain and the “Hottest Season” with 
its abnormal temperatures were especially bad for its preservability. 


Once the alcohol had gone bad for good, it certainly was out the question to 
use it for the Distilled Liquor, so they wanted to use alcohol just shy of 
spoiling, but that was only available in large quantities during the “Rainy 
Season”. 


Hence, the cheapest season for buying a lot of “alcohol” was the “Rainy 
Season”. 


But needless to say, the continuous rainfall of the “Rainy Season” made it 
difficult to obtain firewood or charcoal, which they needed as a fuel for the 
distilling. 


Usable firewood during the “Rainy Season” was limited to the stock you 
sheltered from the rain inside, and that effort obviously made the firewood 


more expansive than during the “Hottest Season” or “Vibrant Season”, 
where you could just let it lying around outside. 


In conclusion, the “Rainy Season” was good for buying the raw materials 
cheap, but screwed up the prices for the fuel. 


On the other hand, the “Hottest Season” was the exact opposite. 


Since humidity went down and temperature up, firewood became cheaper 
as a fuel, but it was more difficult to get large amounts of alcohol as a raw 
material. 


It was self-evident. The alcohol just had went through its archenemy, the 
entire “Rainy Season”. 


Most of the “cheap alcohol shy of spoiling” in the “Rainy Season” would 
have changed to “useless spoiled alcohol” by the time the “Hottest Season” 
began. 


And then, the little alcohol that remained would obviously become more 
expensive due to the law of supply and demand. 


In conclusion, the “Hottest Season” was good for buying fuel cheap, but 
screwed up the prices for the raw materials. 


“Hmm, how about making it during the ‘Vibrant Season’? The prices for 
firewood won’t be as bad as during the ‘Hottest Season’ then and they are 
making fresh fruit wine and ale at that time, so there will definitely be some 
‘by-products that barely qualify as alcohol, but are unfit for selling’. If we 
buy that up, we should be able to get a portion of the materials for cheap.” 


Zenjirou had thought it up on the spot and deemed it a rather clever idea 
after giving tongue to it, but Aura shook her head brusquely. 


“That will not do. Both the farmers and the craftsmen will be busy during 
the ‘Vibrant Season’, precisely because they are making the new alcohol. 
We may be able to scrape up the manpower, but the ‘wages’ will be 
rocketing during that season.” 


“That definitely won’t do...” 


In light of her explanation, Zenjirou looked up at the ceiling and heaved a 
sigh. 


Even if they managed to economize on fuel and material costs, there was no 
point, when higher wages ruined it. 


And above all, the Carpa Kingdom still seeing some effects from the 
previous great war. The whole country suffered from a lack of manpower 
and the Royal Family would surely spark a fierce backlash, if they were to 
try hiring people for a new business during the busiest season. 


Realizing that this matter could not be resolved here and now, Zenjirou 
moved the topic to the other item beside the “Distilled Liquor”. 


“So, this is the “‘Compass’?” 


“Yes. It was not all that difficult to make, actually. The needle in the middle 
was made by blacksmiths, the rest by carpenters. I believe it was done right 
according to your instructions, but what do you say?” 


Zenjirou took the “Compass” in question in his hands, checking it out. 


The needle in the middle was not yet magnetized, so it technically was not a 
compass, but he could check for any other discrepancies for now. 


“Lemme see... Hmm...” 
He did so by raising it, turning it around and shaking it a bit. 


Except the needle, everything was made out of wood. Because there was no 
glass or plastic in this world, it had no cover on top. Instead, the needle was 
held in place by a wooden frame in the shape of a cross. 


The needle seemed to be properly balanced and spun around neatly, when 
he nudged it with his finger. 


There was no problem structure-wise. 


“Yeah, looks good. PII magnetize the needle later. Mh, wait? How do I take 
out the needle?” 


“Oh, that wooden cross is simply pushed on, so it will easily come off, if 
you pull with a bit of force. That part can easily be remade, even if you 


break it, so do not worry about it.” 


“Okay... Oh, it really came off so easily. How are we going to attach it in 
the end, when the needle is magnetized? It’s a bit unreliable like this.” 


With the dismantled pseudo-compass in hand, Zenjirou asked Aura, whereat 
she answered naturally. 


“T guess with small nails? Or maybe glue it? Well, either way, the craftsmen 
will do their job properly.” 


“Hmm, speaking of, you have no screws here, do you? I did give the 
merchant one of mine, but I guess a replication is too difficult?” 


“Not necessarily. He might not have seen any value in recreating it. After 
all, merchants only ever act on profit.” 


“I see. Guess that’s true.” 
Convinced, Zenjirou put the dismantled compass back onto the table. 
First the glass, then the distilled liquor and the compass after that. 


While they were taking about these three things, quite some time had 
actually passed. 


Zenjirou looked at the desk clock, then faced his beloved wife again and 
declared. 


“You should go to bed now, Aura. After saying good-night to Zenkichi, that 
is.” 


With these word, he stood up and offered his right hand to the Queen, who 
obediently replied to him. 


“Already this late? Fine. Doctor Michelle would nag at me, if I stay up too 
late after all. But what about you?” 


Still grasping the hand of his wife after helping her get up, her husband 
answered honestly. 


“T’ll practice ‘Teleport’ for a bit longer in the living room after seeing 
Zenkichi, before going to bed. I’m getting a feel for it.” 


“I admire your enthusiasm, but do not overdo it.” 


Zenjirou unwittingly cracked a smile, when his wife frowned worriedly, and 
reassured her. 


“Yeah, I know. Pll keep it in moderation.” 
“Alright then.” 


The Queen and her husband then naturally crossed arms and left the living 
room in order to say good-night to their beloved child Carlos Zenkichi in 
the other room. 


Chapter 3 — Freya Uppsala 1 


The invocation of magic requires l Correct Intonation, , the "Correct 
Amount of ManaJ and lastly a [Correct Perception J . 
Several months of training have been racked up for Teleport . 
Zenjirou, just at the point of reliably and successfully chanting with 

l Correct Intonationj while pouring the ! Correct Amount of ManaJ 
appropriate for !TeleportJ into the spell, is finally beginning to tackle the 
last obstacle, the !Correct Perception] . 


+ 


Having given him passing marks for I Correct Intonation, and the 
l Correct Amount of Mana of !TeleportJ , Aura took Zenjirou to a 
windowless stone room in a secluded section of the royal palace. 


“Aura, this place is...?” (Zenjirou) 


Watching her husband restlessly survey the room in confusion, the queen, 
who was clad in a comfortable and soft-looking dress, smiled meaningfully. 
It’s been three months since her period last came, but it hasn’t yet reached 
the point where her belly is noticeable. The morning sickness that plagued 
her last pregnancy also hasn’t made an appearance. 

Even for the same mother every pregnancy is different, and it seems that it 
will be much easier this time around. 

Doctor Michelle had declared, “I’m certain that you’re pregnant”, and only 
given Aura permission to continue with governmental affairs within the 
palace on the condition that she always keeps a maid with her. 


“As expected, you remember this place, huh? Right, Zenjirou, this is the 
room where you were summoned into this world.” (Aura) 


It’s the room where Aura drew Zenjirou to this world using l Different 
World Summoning] . 

In other words, this is where Zenjirou had first stepped into this world. It’s 
already been three years since his arrival. Even so Zenjirou vividly 
remembers the shock of when he was summoned to this world for the first 
time. 


“Whoaa, that’s really nostalgic somehow. I feel like this place hasn’t 
changed at all.” (Zenjirou) 


“Well, that only makes sense. This place isa !Special Room, after all.” 
(Aura) 


“Eh? What do you mean?” (Zenjirou) 
Watching him tilt his head in confusion, the queen explains to her husband, 


“This is a room established for us Carpa royalty, or rather, users of 
l Space-Time Magic] , to make it as easy as possible to use _FTeleport . 
Until you’ve grown accustomed to drawing a clear image of activating the 
l Teleport] spell in your mind, it’s very difficult. In the beginning you 
will learn how to do it in this room.” (Aura) 


Zenjirou understands what Aura is saying, but it doesn’t make any sense to 
him why things are done like this, and he only has more questions. 


“Isn’t it easier to imagine a more familiar place as the destination when 
learning !TeleportJ ? Like the inner palace’s living room in my case?” 
(Zenjirou) 


As if she’d been waiting for that question, the queen immediately responds 
with, 


“Space that you’re familiar with is unexpectedly difficult actually. The 
spirit can account for slight differences between the image in your mind and 
reality to some degree, but it has its limits. 

A space that doesn’t change in appearance depending on the time of year, or 
even the time of day, is difficult to find. 


Also, and this is knowledge exclusive to space-time magic users, if you try 
to travel too far from east to west, night and day will be reversed. That 
makes imagining extremely difficult.” (Aura) 


“Ah, I see. The time difference, huh?” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou clapped his hands together in understanding upon Aura’s 
explanation. 
In the end [Teleport] is no more than a spell allowing one to travel a 
certain distance instantaneously. It doesn’t mean that you can ignore time. 
For example, just because it’s daytime in Japan right now, doesn’t mean it’s 
daytime in New York. If you imagine New York in the daytime, the spell 
will not be invoked. 
Unless one includes the time difference in their calculations and imagines 
New York at night, !TeleportJ won’t work. 
It’s also the same if the seasons are drastically off. A person who has never 
experienced anything but Hokkaido’s winter, won’t be able to activate 

l Teleport] to Hokkaido in summer, even if they try to do so. 
Zenjirou understood the gist of it after receiving that explanation, but as 
expected, he still has some unanswered questions. 


“Mmh? You’re saying, if the image in my mind diverges too much from 
reality, ! Teleport won’t be invoked, right? In that case it means that it'll 
misfire even in situations like the room being majorly rearranged or 
unexpected people being present?” (Zenjirou) 


If that’s true, it’s actually impossible to use "Teleport to move 
somewhere outside, which means that this spell is a lot more limited in its 
application than I had expected. 

However, the queen shakes her head at Zenjirou’s question. 


“No, if it’s just that much, it will invoke without problems in most cases. As 
a matter of fact, when I used ! Teleport. to travel to our field 
encampment during the great war, everyone had already moved out due to 
some miscommunication.” (Aura) 


“I got really scared back then,” the queen laughs. 


“You know, if it’s a field encampment before and after being vacated, I feel 
like the differences are about the same as the difference between the royal 
palace inthe !Rainy Season.) andthe !Hottest Season] , though.” 
(Zenjirou) 


Laughing goodnaturedly at Zenjirou’s dissatisfaction, the queen agrees. 


“To be honest, I think so too. But, reality is different. Even if you find it 
difficult to accept, you have no option but to do so. Well, I think the ways of 
the great spirit are too mysterious for humans to understand in the first 
place.” (Aura) 


“Yeah, it’s magic after all. I guess it’s only natural for it to be somewhat 
irrational and random.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou, remembering how he had found many aspects of the !Time 
Reversal] spell difficult to accept, decided to just leave it at face value for 
the time being. 


“That’s why I recommend that you start practicing Teleport! here to 
begin with. At the very least, you’!l always be able to come back to the 
royal palace in an emergency.” (Aura) 


“Okay. Ah, but wait a moment. Can such a room only be found in the royal 
palace? Look, there are other royal territories, like Valentia or Potosi, right? 
I’m sure it would be convenient if similar rooms were also in those 
provincial royal territories.” (Zenjirou) 


Queen Aura doubtfully tilts her head to the side as she thinks over 
Zenjirou’s suggestion. 


“Wouldn’t it mess up the image if several versions of the same room 
existed, and render all of them useless?” (Aura) 


“No, they wouldn’t have to be completely identical. I think it would be fine 
if you rearrange the positions of the oil lamps or write [Royal Palace J 
and [Valentia] on the walls in big letters.” (Zenjirou) 


“Hmm...it might be worth considering, but the risk of confusion is also 
significant. 

If you get used to imagining what’s needed for !'TeleportJ , such rooms 
may help the process to some extent, but then again it’s not that difficult to 
move within the Kingdom. As long as it’s within the country, the difference 
in time and season isn’t that big, after all.” (Aura) 


This is especially true if you use the capital as your reference. 

The Carpa Kingdom is large enough to be considered a major power, so 
there is some time difference between the western coast and the eastern 
border. However, the capital is situated in the center, reducing the distance 
to something where the time difference would be negligible. 

Even if the sun rose and set an hour earlier at the eastern border in 
comparison to the western coast, the time difference from the capital is a 
mere thirty minutes. 

If it’s daytime in the capital, the easternmost and westernmost points of the 
country are both still experiencing the daytime. And the same can be said 
about nighttime. 

Apart from the actual sunrise and sunset, there’s no significant difference in 
the images. 


“What about outside the Kingdom then? If I remember correctly, you 
previously sent Princess Isabelle of the Jilbell family to the Twin Kingdom 
with ! Teleport. , didn’t you?” (Zenjirou) 


“T have visited the Twin Kingdom several times in the past. It was good 
luck that the Twin Kingdom was within the area for which I was 
responsible.” (Aura) 


The queen reveals a somewhat wistful smile. 
It’s said that back when there were many members of the royal family the 
Carpa Kingdom allowed members of the royal family to stay in friendly 
neighboring countries for some time, since it was possible to travel by 

l Teleport] . 
Aura is the sole survivor of the royal family of that time. Thus, the foreign 
countries that can be visited through [Teleport] right now are limited to 
those that Aura had visited in the past. It certainly wasn’t a lie to say that it 
was great luck that the Twin Kingdom of Sharrow and Jilbell, a country that 


could not be allowed to slip through their fingers at any cost, was included 
among those countries. 

But, the fact that the number of visitable countries had been significantly 
reduced also reminds Aura that all the royal family members besides herself 
had perished in the great war. 

Zenjirou, noticing the lonely expression of his wife, timidly puts his right 
arm around Aura’s waist and awkwardly embraces her. 


“Yeah, thanks to that I can go to the Twin Kingdom as well.” (Zenjirou) 
“Uh huh.” (Aura) 


Obediently entrusting her body to her husband, the queen nodded with a 
gentle smile. 


“But, before I can teleport you to the Twin Kingdom, you have to master 
Teleport . You understand that, right?” (Aura) 


“Yeah, of course.” (Zenjirou) 


If Aura uses l Teleport] on Zenjirou, it would only take an instant for him 
to go to the Twin Kingdom, but as long as Zenjirou doesn’t learn 
Teleport.) , the only method for him to return would be the land route. 
Back when Zenjirou went to Valentia, Aura picked him up with 
l Teleport] as an Emergency Measure, . She did the heavy lifting 
required to send Zenjirou to the capital with !Teleportj and then 
returning with [Teleport] herself, but that had only been possible 
because both places were still within the country. 
In the first place, the reason Zenjirou is heading to the Twin Kingdom is to 
get ready to summon a healing practitioner of the Jilbell family for the birth 
of Aura’s second child. 
If Zenjirou doesn’t learn l Teleport] , there’s no point in him visiting the 
Twin Kingdom. 
Zenjirou, having made a full circle back to the beginning of the 
conversation, renews his determination and scans the dim room. 


“Alright, if it’s like this, I have to master [Teleport as soon as possible, 
don’t I? All that’s left is the image, so I will do my best.” (Zenjirou) 


Having declared his determination, Zenjirou seriously stares at the interior 


of the room, not even blinking as he tried to burn its appearance into his 
mind. 


“It’s great that you’re doing your best, but don’t stay here too long. I don’t 


think it will pose too big a problem since the ventilation holes are open, but 


there are several oil lamps burning in this windowless room after all.” 
(Aura) 


Hearing Queen Aura’s warning, Zenjirou obediently assents. 


“Ah, right. In that case Pll just grab my digital camera from the living 


room. If I take a picture of this place, even if I’m not here the image will... 


(Zenjirou) 


Halfway through his sentence, he noticed his own stupidity. Hanging his 
head in disappointment, Zenjirou groans. 


“Right, the problem is the image. Leaving aside other spells, as long as I 
can solidify the image of [Teleport] , I can take pictures of the places 
where I want to travel to in advance and use the spell while looking at 
those. Why didn’t I realize such an obvious thing...?” (Zenjirou) 


The queen pats his back consolingly, with a wry smile. 


“That often happens when you throw yourself into something. Or rather, 
isn’t it a good thing that you noticed it early on?” (Aura) 


“Well, I guess you’re right. Now that I think of it, since I only recently 
managed to pour the !Correct Amount of ManaJ into the spell, not to 
mention using the ! Correct Pronunciation] , I barely lost any time 
anyway.” (Zenjirou) 


“That’s how it is. There’s no need to think too hard about everything. 
You’re actually doing quite well. It’s usually impossible to achieve one’s 
goal without wasting some time on a step or two.” (Aura) 


“I know, right? I reflected since I made a stupid oversight, but in the grand 
scheme of things, it’s not an uncorrectable mistake. I guess there’s no point 
in me worrying about it so much.” (Zenjirou) 


Having pulled himself together, Zenjirou stands up straight again and takes 
a deep breath. 


“T’m going back to the living room to bring the camera then. Once I finish 
taking the pictures, I will stop for the day.” (Zenjirou) 


“Yeah.” (Aura) 


Zenjirou leaves the room quickly. 
He returned after a short while, took pictures and a short video on the room 
then, as promised, stopped for the day. 


OHO HO AOA G 


Five days after that. 

Zenjirou, after lunch, began the last step of learning !Teleport. in the 
inner palace’s living room. 

Among the three necessary components for invoking a spell he has already 
cleared the !Correct Pronunciation andthe !Correct Amount of 
ManaJ . All that’s left is the last one, the ! Correct Perception . 

Since he’s past the stage of tracking his successes and failure with o and x 
in the [Spell Result ChartJ on the spreadsheet program by now, he hasn’t 
booted up his PC. 

Standing in a corner of the living room, he holds the camera in his hand and 
recites the spell. 


“Send my chosen target to the place I envision...” (Zenjirou) 


For the umpteenth time during these five days Zenjirou opened his eyes 
after finishing the chant, but he is still standing in the living room. 


“No good, huh...?” (Zenjirou) 


Despite this, Zenjirou doesn’t appear to be impatient or disappointed. 

He can’t really put it into words, but he feels like realizing that he could 
imagine the destination with the image on the camera in front of him was a 
big step forward. 


“Yeah, as expected. It really is easier to form a clear mental image using a 
picture rather than a video. If the video is too bad, the image will be blurred 
too. 

Alright, one more time!” (Zenjirou) 


Fortunately the magic in this world doesn’t consume any mana if one fails 
to invoke it. There are no other penalties either. 

The outcome is only that “nothing happened.” 

Thanks to that a person can practice magic as much as they like as long as 
they can continue to focus and they have the time. 
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Zenjirou stares at the camera’s image again, concentrating with every fiber 
of his being. 

A part of the royal palace. A dim stone room illuminated by constantly 
burning lamps with absolutely no outside light. 

An image of him standing in the middle of that room, facing the wall in 
front where the fire of an oil lamp burns. 

Having vividly imagined that, he silently closed his eyes. 

And then, imagining that the stone room in his mind is projected to his 
surroundings, he next “shifts” his own position. 


“Send my chosen target to the place I envision. As compensation, I will...” 
(Zenjirou) 


Having finished chanting the spell, Zenjirou slowly opened his eyes and 
found not the familiar living room, but a stone room with several brightly 
burning fires. 

The guards in the room are staring at Zenjirou with such obvious 
astonishment that it can actually be felt despite the darkness of the room. 


The eyes of the onlookers. His image as a member of royalty. There was 
some small sliver of rational judgement left in a corner of Zenjirou’s mind, 
but there was no way that it could restrain the emotions overwhelming him 
at this moment. 
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“Wooohooo! I did it!” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou literally jumped for joy in an outburst that startled the two soldiers 
into stepping back on reflex. Even after returning to the inner palace’s 
living room, Zenjirou’s excitement hadn’t abated at all. 


“Yeah, yeah, yeah! I did it, I really did it! I’m amazing! I’m a magician!” 
(Zenjirou) 


If you were to say that he’s already a magician given that he can use 

l Space Isolation Barrier and Haul. , it wouldn’t be a lie, but 

l Teleport] is a spell in a completely different league. 
Practically, !TeleportJ is a dream-like spell that tremendously increases 
the potential range of Zenjirou’s activity unlike the previous two. 
With Zenjirou’s shoddy imagination he probably “won’t be able to teleport 
anywhere he’s visited once without a problem” like Aura, but if he has the 
help of the digital camera like this time, the range of the [Teleport] spell 
increases tremendously. 
And above all, it means that Zenjirou has completed his preparations to 
transfer to the Twin Kingdom of Sharrow and Jilbell, which is a big 
accomplishment. 


“I made it in time! I made it this time, Aura.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou flopped himself on the black, leather-covered sofa, thrusts his right 
fist towards the ceiling as he lay sprawled upside-down. 

He’s remembering Aura’s last delivery, the moment of the birth of his 
beloved, eldest son Carlos Zenkichi. 

Doctor Michelle said, “It was an extremely stable and relatively short 
delivery,” but Zenjirou couldn’t believe that at all. 

The pained and exhausted voice of his beloved wife that had seemed to last 
an eternity. 

The feeling of helplessness as he listened to that voice in the adjoining 
room. 

If there was really nothing to be done about this, he would have likely 
resigned himself to this fate. 

But, in this world the healing practitioners of the Jilbell family, who can 
manipulate techniques far beyond even modern medicine, exist. 

The Twin Kingdom of Sharrow and Jilbell, where they live, is a distant land 
halfway across the continent, but Zenjirou had the potential to unlock an 
ability that would render that distance inconsequential. Space-Time 
Magic is the bloodline magic of the Carpa Kingdom. If he could have 
used Teleport back then, the epitome of [Space-Time MagicJ , he 
would definitely have brought a healing practitioner. 

In that case he could have prepared a much safer childbirth environment for 
his beloved wife and child than even the most advanced nations of modern 
Earth. 

It was all just hindsight in the end, but even though the Zenjirou of that time 
had that option as father and husband, he had spent his time idly, and didn’t 
take his magic education seriously at all. 

That’s why Zenjirou felt a shiver running down his spine when he was told, 
“I might be pregnant with your second child,” by Aura when he returned 
from the Guzzle Margraviate. 

Once on shore, you pray no more. 

Didnt I unconsciously waste my days again, forgetting the fear and feeling 
of helplessness from back then? Won’ I be definitely be punished for it this 
time? 

But, fortunately fate had taken pity on Zenjirou. 


“With this I can go to the Twin Kingdom...! This time it’ll be fine, Aura. 
Since I will protect you this time, give birth to your second baby with peace 


of mind.” (Zenjirou) 


A bright hope for the future and the will to make that hope reality no matter 
what it takes appeared in Zenjirou’s eyes as he muttered to himself. 


That evening. 

A bright smile was on Queen Aura’s face when she returned to the inner 
palace after finishing her work. 

From her expression, Zenjirou knows that she’s heard of his ! Exploits . 


“Tt looks like you succeeded.” (Aura) 


Blessed with the image of his wife with a smile plastered over her whole 
face and that comment, Zenjirou fistpumps, his smile not losing one bit to 
Aura’s. 


“Yeah, thanks to you. Honestly, even I still can’t believe it, though.” 
(Zenjirou) 


Flanked by her maids, the queen draws closer to the smiling Zenjirou. 


“In the case of [Teleport] everyone feels like that at first. After all, it’s 
not like you can test it too many times to reassure yourself.” (Aura) 


l Teleport is a big spell that can barely be used three times a day with 
Aura’s level of mana, and two in Zenjirou’s case. 
The queen, finally in front of Zenjirou, gently grabs her husband’s right 
hand with both of hers. 


“I didn’t expect that you would learn Teleport) this quickly. Everything 
is the result of your tireless efforts. I’m sure you did your very best for my 
sake. Thank you.” (Aura) 


“That is, umm...” (Zenjirou) 


At his wife’s words, Zenjirou shifts uncomfortably but doesn’t pull his hand 
away. 

Normally when they have such mushy conversation he’s alone with Aura, 
but right now there are maids on standby nearby in order to support the 


pregnant Aura. 

The young maids are showing unconcerned expressions as if saying, “I 
don’t hear anything,” but Zenjirou, who has been acquainted with them for 
a fairly long time, knows. 

Those are the eyes of someone listening with all their might with the 
intention to later use what they heard as material for a steamy gossip among 
the maids. 

Well, it’s impossible to prevent gossip after all. 

That’s why he doesn’t want to act shamefully in front of the maids, but with 
his cherished wife being so loving, you can’t just respond with a smile. 


“Hmm, I guess you’re correct. Yeah, I did my best. I kept at it for your sake, 
Aura.” (Zenjirou) 


In reality there really is no other reason for Zenjirou trying so hard to 
master Teleport.) as quickly as possible than Aura’s pregnancy. 


“With this I can go to the Twin Kingdom. That’s why you can have peace of 
mind and give birth to the child in your belly, Aura.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou becomes very emotional as he says this, wrapping his arms around 
his beloved wife. 


“Thank you, Zenjirou.” (Aura) 
“My pleasure.” (Zenjirou) 


He savors the sensation of his wife’s two soft breasts pressed against his 
chest through the two layers of cloth she’s wearing as she obediently 
entrusts her body to him. 

Normally he would have begun kissing her by now, but acutely aware of the 
maids’ looks, it’s difficult for him to take such bold action. 

Besides, even though her abdomen hasn’t become conspicuous yet, a new 
life is dwelling in his wife’s belly. 

He can’t hug here as tightly as always 
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In the end the queen and her husband don’t say anything else. They simply 
press their bodies against each other as if trying to savor each other’s 
warmth as long as possible. 


OPO HO AOA G 


The day after Zenjirou succeeded in casting !TeleportJ for the first time, 
the princess of the northern continent’s Uppsala Kingdom requested an 
urgent audience with him. 

Zenjirou had been in a state of euphoria that was rather unbecoming for his 
age, following his acquisition of the first practical spell and third overall 
after 'Space Isolation Barrier and !Haul. , but upon receiving a 
request for an lurgent.) audience from foreign royalty, he completely 
switched back his mindset. 

By the time he met with Princess Freya in a room of the royal palace, he 
had completely regained his composure. 


“Sorry for keeping you waiting, Your Highness.” (Zenjirou) 


“No, it is I who should be sorry for visiting you on such a short notice. Let 
me express my gratitude, Your Majesty.” (Freya) 


As he exchanges greetings with Princess Freya from the opposite sofa, 
Zenjirou begins to have some suspicions. 

(Hm? Doesn't she seem rather calm for someone who requested an urgent 
audience?) (Zenjirou) 

It’s dangerous to judge genuine royalty by their behavior and apparent 
expressions, but conversely, if it was truly urgent, Princess Freya would 
deliberately have shown an obviously panicked and impatient expression. 
This might not be as serious as I thought it would be. 

Zenjirou relaxed a bit, but since this audience was still classed as 


urgent. , it would be rude to waste more time on introductions and idle 
chat. 


“So, what might be your business with me, Your Highness?” (Zenjirou) 
Princess Freya smiles happily as Zenjirou cuts right to the point. 


“Yes, actually I’m very sorry for the sudden change of schedule, but I’d like 
to return to [Valentia] . Would you be able to give me your permission?” 
(Freya) 


“Nh, did something happen?” (Zenjirou) 


Surprised, Zenjirou asked back. In response the silver haired princess 
quietly elaborated. 


“Yes. As a matter of fact, I received a message from my subordinates who 
stayed behind in Valentia. It looks like there’s a small problem with the 
l Yellow Leaves .” (Freya) 


“Problem, you say?” (Zenjirou) 


Isnt that a quite serious matter then? Seeing Zenjirou tilt his head with a 
quizzical look, Princess Freya adds with a composed smile, 


“I suppose I could call it a problem, but it’s not as if the ship has sunk or 
that the damage is irreparable. It’s somewhat embarrassing, but it seems we 
took the situation too lightly because it’s the first time we’ve experienced 
the [Rainy SeasonJ on the southern continent. It has apparently caused a 
huge delay in our progress.” (Freya) 


The people of the northern continent, who have never experienced the 

l Rainy Season] , have difficulty imagining it, even when they are told 
that, “The probability of rain is around once every two or three days during 
those three months.” 
For that reason the ship’s repair has fallen behind the initial schedule. 
Princess Freya has either borrowed or received a great deal of things, 
including the dock, the materials, and the craftsmen that her crew was 


lacking from the Carpa Kingdom in order to repair !Yellow Leaves J . 

If the work falls behind, Princess Freya has to request an extension from 
Queen Aura. If that proves to be the case, the word of messengers would 
not be reliable enough to make a proper case. 

If she doesn’t see the actual state with her own eyes and hear directly from 
the workers on-site, she won’t be able to properly face Queen Aura in 
negotiations. That was Princess Freya’s claim. 


“T see...” (Zenjirou) 


The arguments she mentioned are reasonable. It’s not a disadvantageous 
proposal for Carpa either. 

However, because Princess Freya is a_! Visitor of the Royal Family] after 
all, she requires the ruler, Aura’s, permission to leave the capital. 


“I understand your circumstances. I’m sure you will be granted permission 
if it’s something like this. I will inform Her Majesty Aura today, so you can 
expect to hear back from her soon.” (Zenjirou) 


“Thank you very much, Your Majesty.” (Freya) 


In a sudden burst of inspiration, Zenjirou asks Freya, who has already 
bowed with a smile, one last question. 


“Just to clarify, are you going to Valentia alone?” (Zenjirou) 
Thinking over Zenjirou’s question, Princess Freya answers slowly, 


“Let’s see...I guess the ones that have to go by all means are Skathi and I. 
Of course, considering the dangers of the journey, I’d like permission to be 
accompanied by around half of the soldiers that I brought along as guards, 
though.” (Freya) 


“T see.” (Zenjirou) 
As he absorbs Princess Freya’s answer, Zenjirou thinks. 


From another perspective, bringing guards simply because of the danger of 
the journey means that the number of people who need to leave is reduced 


to two if the journey doesn‘ exist in the first place or if it’s possible to 
guarantee their absolute safety. 


“Understood. I can’t give you a definitive answer, but I think the odds of 
you having a positive answer by tomorrow are high.” (Zenjirou) 


“T thank you for your help, Your Majesty.” (Freya) 


Princess Freya bowed her head once more and smiled. 


CMO MO HOSM 


That evening. 

Zenjirou, who had returned to the inner palace, wrote the characters of this 
world on dragon skin meant for official documents with an unfamiliar 
dragon bone brush. 


“Alright, there should be no mistakes. Amanda, can I have you check it 
over?” (Zenjirou) 


“Yes, I shall take a look at it.” (Amanda) 


Zenjirou hands the dragon skin, to Supervising Maid Amanda and stretches 
atop the chair. 


“Ugh, the characters of this world are difficult after all. The most important 
thing is that I don’t have the confidence in whether I can write smoothly on 
my own or not.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou’s reading and writing ability in the southern continent’s western 
language isn’t high by any standard, hence why he’s griping like this. 

Since I practice whenever I have spare time, I have a reasonable level of 
skill, but it’s probably around the same level as a Japanese middle 
schooler’s English. 

To put it bluntly, Zenjirou’s reading and writing ability is below that of even 


Nilda Guzzle who had laughed and said, “I have the most difficulty with 
letters.” 

Well, coming from a completely different language system, Zenjirou’s 
reading and writing being bad after around three years is only natural, 
however. 

Usually he has someone read documents aloud, and then has the civil 
officials write on his behalf. Zenjirou only signs the finished documents, 
but at this rate he won’t improve no matter how much time passes. 

In order to remedy that situation, he tries to personally write the documents 
that are relatively simple, and those that would not cause too big a problem 
if there was a mistake. 

This time it’s an official document, but since it’s a document Zenjirou is 
essentially directly handing to Aura, the only ones who will see it are 
Zenjirou, Aura, and Aura’s First Secretary, Fabio. 

Even if he makes a few mistakes in the writing, it won’t be a big issue. 


“I had a look. There’s no problem.” (Amanda) 
“Great, thanks.” (Zenjirou) 


As Zenjirou takes back the dragon skin to check it one last time, the 
entrance door opens. 


“T’m back.” (Aura) 


It was the other master of the inner palace — Queen Aura. 
The queen, accompanied by several inner palace maids, composedly steps 
into the living room. 


“Oh! Welcome back, Aura. I’m done here as well.” (Zenjirou) 


Upon his wife’s return, Zenjirou stands up from his chair with the dragon 
skin in hand. 


“Yeah, fortunately I haven’t had any morning sickness like when I had 
Carlos yet, but Doctor Michelle has repeatedly emphasized that I’m not to 
strain myself. 


Hmm? Is it an official document that you’re holding in your hand? How 
unusual for you to bring work into the inner palace.” (Aura) 


Discovered by the queen’s sharp eyes, the prince consort nods lightly and 
holds it out to her. 
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“Yeah, it would be best to do this quickly. In any case, it’s the kind of talk 
fit for the inner palace. I will explain the details later, I’d like you to sign 
this document, Aura.” (Zenjirou) 


The document Aura received was a request form for the use of Queen 
Aura’s Teleport.) . As the requestor, Zenjirou had noted down the name 
of Princess Freya and the female warrior Skathi as targets for !Teleport . 
Seeing it, the queen’s expression quickly stiffens. 


“T guess I will listen to the details first.” (Aura) 


Sitting on the sofa across from each other, Zenjirou explained the situation 
to Aura. 


“T see. I understand the circumstances. You might say that it was inevitable 
that they would be overly optimistic in their initial estimation of the work 
progress if the rainy season doesn’t exist on the northern continent. 

Under such circumstances the shorter travel time and the safety of Princess 
Freya certainly bear enough importance to have me use !Teleport] .” 
(Aura) 


Traveling during the ! Rainy Season is difficult. Aristocrats in particular 
travel in large dragon carriages with equally large roofs, but such travel 
options are limited by the road. 

At worst, they will run into a dead end caused by a landslide or a quagmire 
along the way. Even if they try to return the way they came, the rain may 
have washed out the road by then. As a result, travelers will become trapped 
on the road. Such unlucky cases are rare, but they do exist. 


There’s nothing that can compete with !TeleportJ in regards to safety or 
speed 
The state of the repairs of the !Yellow Leaves! is an important matter for 
the Carpa Kingdom, too. 
As long as the repairs aren’t complete, Princess Freya and her entourage 
can’t return to Uppsala Kingdom. And, as long as they are stuck, the 
establishment of official diplomatic relations between the Carpa Kingdom 
and the Uppsala Kingdom will be delayed as well. 
Originally, there would be a need to discuss suitable compensation for the 
use of [Teleport] , but if it is also beneficial for the royal family to do so, 
then there is no need. 
Of course this is assuming that the other party accepts traveling by 

l Teleport} , though. 
Zenjirou is obviously relieved at Aura’s reply. 


“That’s great. Princess Freya didn’t seem too flustered, but personally I 
think that it’s better to hurry, you know? 

I’m afraid that those on-site might lose their calm and act rashly if the work 
falls behind schedule too much, since the distance between the ship’s top 
brass, its trading partners, and the workers is so great.” (Zenjirou) 


What Zenjirou is fearing is the possibility that the craftsmen on-site will do 
the unreasonable to meet the initial work schedule at all costs. 
Princess Freya and Queen Aura are born and bred royalty. Hence there are 
moments when they are unable to understand how seriously those under 
them will take their orders. 
Workers on-site may go slightly too far in order to keep their promises with 
their superiors and trade partners. 
The troublesome matter is that ship repair during the rainy season is 

l dangerous} but not YimpossibleJ . 
The queen, now privy to Zenjirou’s concerns, thinks it over with a serious 
expression. 


“I see. Certainly, now that you mention it, I happened to witness similar 
actions from my subordinates during the great war. 
If there are injured, or even worse, casualties because those on-site acted 


unreasonably on a miscommunication or simply delayed communications, it 
will also leave a bad aftertaste during negotiations later.” (Aura) 


Negotiations between states comprise mostly of power struggles and 
making favorable deals, but the ones holding those negotiations are actual 
humans with feelings. 

If someone close to you is injured or killed under the command of the other 
party, it will be difficult to get through the negotiations without any 
negative impact at all. 


“Understood. I will call Princess Freya and Warrior Skathi first thing 
tomorrow. Because I must give warning before I use !TeleportJ , I won’t 
be able to send them to Valentia immediately tomorrow, but I can speed 
things up enough to have them depart the day after.” (Aura) 


“Yeah, I think that’|l be fine. Thanks, Aura.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou sighed, letting the tension out of his shoulders due to his wife’s 
quick support. 


“What, the one who is grateful is me. The diplomatic relations with the 
Uppsala Kingdom are a national project, and I’m the one in charge of this 
country. 

While we’re at it, I just got an idea. I’d like you to use your knight, Natalio, 
or Ines as forewarning that you’re going to send a number of people over 
through !TeleportJ . How about it?” (Aura) 


Though it’s an unexpected suggestion, once Zenjirou thinks it over, he 
understands what Aura is trying to say. 

Those two always accompany Zenjirou when he goes somewhere. To be 
more precise, they are Zenjirou’s close aides. 


“With that you’re basically saying that I will go over there after them as 
well?” (Zenjirou) 


The queen confirms Zenjirou’s question, 


“Yeah. I thought it would be a good opportunity. You also grasped 
Teleport , right? 

Rather than trying to test it by going abroad and visiting the Twin Kingdom 

all of a sudden, I wondered if you could just try to return from Valentia, 

since you’ve already been there before. And, if you manage to return safely, 

you will Teleport] to Valentia yourself the next day. 

If you can accomplish all that, no one will be able to say anything about 

you sending Princess Freya and Victoria-dono back with !Teleport. after 

Princess Freya’s business there is done. 

Of course, you have to send Natalio or Ines back first as forewarning.” 

(Aura) 


“Ah, I see. If I reach the point where I can master Teleport] , I will also 
be able to do things like that.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou buries his head in his hands, overwhelmed. 

!' Teleport, is truly a spell in a different league to Space Isolation 
Barrier.) and !HaulJ , the two spells he had learned before now. 
It’s not an exaggeration to say that he would literally have the world in his 
hands if he masters this spell. 
Zenjirou doesn’t have a huge ego, but even he can’t help but be proud of the 
progress he’s made. 
The current me possesses an ability that will have a huge influence on 
national politics. 
The queen gently smiles at her husband who is just now realizing his own 
power. 


“That’s how it is. The true worth of [Teleport] shows itself when several 
users are deployed inside and outside the country. It’s only once or twice 
per day, but it becomes possible to travel anywhere almost instantaneously. 
Ideally, I’d like to have teleport users at the eastern fortress Mujuque, the 
western port city Valentia, the southern silver mines of Potosi and the 
northern ancient capital in the Lala Dukedom.” (Aura) 


Before the great war, when there were still many members of the royal 
family, [Teleport] users had actually been deployed to those four points. 
However, Zenjirou frowns at Aura’s words. 


“Yeah, that might be the duty of royalty, but honestly, I really dislike that. 
Even in the distant future, I don’t want to be separated from the capital for 
an extended period of time. If possible I don’t want to make my own 
children go to such distant places, either.” (Zenjirou) 


It’s impossible for Space-Time Magic users that will be born from now on 
to be anyone’s but Zenjirou’s children. 
Knowing that, Zenjirou complains, but in order to comfort him, Aura says, 


“That’s not what I meant, don’t worry, it probably won’t happen. Deploying 
royal family members in the four cardinal directions is something that can 
only happen after plenty of royal family members have already been 
deployed in the capital. 

The reason why the !TeleportJ requests are so overly frequent is because 
this place is the capital. In particular, as queen, prince consort, crown prince 
and second heir to the throne, you, me, Carlos, and our next child will never 
be stationed out in the provinces.” (Aura) 


“Yeah, I got it.” (Zenjirou) 


The queen can’t help but feel a stab of guilt in her heart upon seeing her 
husband’s relieved expression. 

Currently the talks concerning Princess Freya becoming Zenjirou’s 
concubine have begun to head in a promising direction. 

It has been decided that Princess Freya will be granted the rank of Duchess 
by the Carpa Kingdom and receive a small territory on the coast, if she 
becomes Zenjirou’s concubine. 

Naturally this means that any children born between Princess Freya and 
Zenjirou in the future will succeed the dukedom. Once that happens, those 
children won’t live in the capital but in that dukedom. 

For Zenjirou, living apart from his own children is a near inevitability. 

The children between Princess Freya and Zenjirou. 

For Queen Aura they’ll simply be “the future generation of royalty that 
should be carefully handled,” but for Zenjirou they will be his children from 
a different mother. 


“Well, there’s no point thinking too deeply about the future.” (Aura) 


Smiling, the queen unconsciously strokes her belly, where her second child 
dwells, with her right hand. 


OHO HO AOA G 


The next day Queen Aura had a meeting with Uppsala Kingdom’s First 
Princess, Freya Uppsala. 

Upon hearing the chain of events, Princess Freya widens her ice green eyes 
in surprise. 


“Then what you’re saying is that you will send me and Skathi to Valentia 
with your !TeleportJ technique, Your Majesty?” (Freya) 


“That’s right. The one who suggested it is my husband, but after hearing the 
story, I judged that to be the best approach as well. There is no knowing 
what kind of harm would befall you if you were to travel the road during 
the [Rainy Season] . 

My husband also pointed out that another problem is that we don’t know 
how seriously the workers on-site are taking the delay. 

If they have overestimated the importance of the work, they may try to 
continue regardless of the rainy weather. I’m sure that you’re very well 
aware of the dangers of that, much more so than us.” (Aura) 


“Certainly, it’s just as you say.” (Freya) 


Hearing the red-haired queen’s explanation, the silver-haired princess 
contemplated for a short while. 
She knows the truth of Aura’s claim. Her being unable to give an immediate 
reply is solely due to the potential risk involved in entrusting her safety to 

l Teleport] . 
For Princess Freya, both the nature of !TeleportJ and the nature of Queen 
Aura are uncertain. 
If Princess Freya were to be sent into the distant skies or the burning crater 
of a volcano under the guise of a trip to Valentia, that would spell her 


immediate death. And even without going that far, sending Princess Freya 
to a land completely unknown to her would result in the same thing. But 
then again Princess Freya is convinced that the trade between continents 
along with her suggestion of becoming Zenjirou’s concubine will bring 
huge benefits to the Carpa Kingdom. 

She can’t say that she completely understands Aura, but at the very least 
Princess Freya has comprehended that she’s a statesman with plenty of 
reason and discernment. 

Speaking of which, she had also heard that the royal members of the Carpa 
Kingdom offer 'TeleportJ as a service to people inside and outside the 
country for a fee. 

To put it bluntly, Teleport is a big advantage for Carpa’s royal family 
but also an important source of income. 

Using [Teleport as means for murder would mean cutting off that 
source of income. (After all, no one would willingly pay for a service that, 
depending on the practitioner’s mood, might spell their doom). 

Given all this, one can conclude the possibility of Queen Aura deceiving 
Princess Freya and sending her to a dangerous place as close to zero. 
Once she made up her mind, Princess Freya acted quickly. 


“Understood. If that’s how it is, then please allow me to take advantage of 
your kindness. Would you mind telling me how much compensation you’ || 
be requiring?” (Freya) 


The blonde warrior behind Princess Freya lets out a gasp at her words. 
Since Princess Freya will be using Teleport! , that means that Skathi will 
do the same, so the surprise is natural. 

Having said that, Princess Freya is the master to whom Skathi has pledged 
her lifelong allegiance. There won’t be any objection from her as to what 
her master has decided. 

As Skathi regains control over her expression, Queen Aura speaks up. 


“No, this is a serious affair concerning the repairs on | Yellow Leaves. . 
This will also affect our Carpa Kingdom. We won’t be asking for 
compensation from the people who are teaching us the amazing iron- 
working and shipbuilding techniques of the northern continent, especially 
not for something of this level.” (Aura) 


“Oh, my! I cannot thank your Majesty enough for this gesture.” (Freya) 


Princess Freya smiles somewhat bitterly in her heart at Aura’s words. 

Of course Aura waiving the compensation fee cannot simply be taken at 
face value. 

It means “Since I won’t demand a fee each and every time an incident 
occurs, return safely to your own country so you can marry into the Carpa 
royalty with your l ShipbuildersJ and "Iron Manufacturing Experts as 
dowry.” 

However, for Princess Freya, who had developed a deep affection for 
Zenjirou, that’s exactly what she wishes to do. 


“Now that it’s been decided, it’s best to be quick about it, isn’t it? Your 
Majesty, when are you going to send Skathi and I to Valentia?” (Freya) 


“Tf it suits you, it’s possible to send you tomorrow at the earliest.” (Aura) 
Upon hearing Aura’s words, Princess Freya casts a look at her trusted aide. 


“Skathi, I think we’re fine with tomorrow as well, what do you think?” 
(Freya) 


The female warrior, who acts simultaneously as bodyguard and caretaker, 
immediately answers her master. 


“Yes. There is no problem with that. I will have the luggage in order before 
the day is over.” (Skathi) 


The queen quickly advises the capable female warrior. 


“Ah, Victoria-dono, [Teleport can only transport baggage a person can 
reasonably carry. Please prepare your luggage with that in mind.” (Aura) 


“Very well. Thank you very much for your kind advice, Your Majesty.” 
(Skathi) 


The tall warrior respectfully bowed her head towards the queen. 
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The next day. 

As scheduled, Princess Freya and the female warrior Victoria Kronkvist 
(aka Skathi) stood in Valentia where the rain was pouring down. 

The inner palace’s maid Ines had been transferred ahead to Valentia the 
previous day to give a forewarning, so the preparations to welcome Princess 
Freya and Skathi had already been completed when they arrived at the 
Duke’s mansion through [Teleport . 

When Princess Freya had gone to the capital she had taken a little more 
than half the warriors on the ! Yellow Leaves with her. The remaining 
warriors had stayed behind in Valentia to protect the sailors who cannot 
defend themselves. 

Princess Freya, who was welcomed by those warriors, hurriedly greets 
Valentia’s Governor Damian, and then heads to the port where the rain’s 
falling heavily. 

Carpa Kingdom, with its ! Rainy Season] , has proper rain gear. 

The princess and the female warrior put hooded raincoats made from the 
skin of an aquatic reptile on over their clothes and walk straight through the 
puddles on the paved stone road. 

Having experienced camping and going on a boat downstream in the 
Uppsala Kingdom, Princess Freya is no longer flustered by a few splashes 
of water. 

Princess Freya, who had witnessed the same heavily raining sky before at 
sea, lightly shakes the water off her hood, and sighs, 


“Now that I have personally experienced it, I cannot help but understand 
why the southern continent treats [Bloodline Magic as something 
absolute.” (Freya) 


“Certainly, this defies reality. It seems the numbers of times it can be used is 
limited, but even so, the existence of such magic completely undermines 
strategy.” (Skathi) 


The tall female warrior is also rather resigned as she expresses her 
agreement. 


In Princess Freya’s native land, the Uppsala Kingdom, royalty doesn’t 
possess bloodline magic. It’s a state largely focused on engineering. 
Hence the idea that science surpasses magic is prevalent, but if the people 
were shown the practical application of bloodline magic like this, their 
beliefs would sway. 

Even if it’s limited in its use to a small number of people, a method 
allowing one to instantaneously travel a distance that would take several 
days in a royal carriage is pretty much cheating, going by the common 
sense of the northern continent. 


“How wonderful. I really want that.” (Freya) 


Hearing her master mumbling that many times under her breath, obviously 
revealing her desires, the warrior walking next to her cautions her with a 
whisper, 


“Milady, on this southern continent the act of stealing bloodline magic 
seems to be regarded as a barbaric act that may even lead to a declaration of 
war.” (Skathi) 


Even Zenjirou, who simply has the potential to use the bloodline magic of a 
foreign country, through no fault of his own, was under a fair amount of 
pressure. 

It’s unclear just how severe a backlash someone who intentionally steals 
bloodline magic would have to face. 


“...How regrettable.” (Freya) 


The princess, grumbling with a crestfallen look, quickly changes the topic, 
and turns to her trusted friend with a smile, 


“By the way, Skathi, we’re already at the port. Thanks to this rain gear, you 
can’t see my garments, right?” (Freya) 


As she speaks, Princess Freya points to the menswear she’s wearing 
beneath the raincoat with her right hand. 


“Excuse me, Captain.” (Skathi) 


Skathi, guessing what her master wanted to say, corrected herself while 
smiling wryly. 
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The port is not that far away from Duke Valentia’s mansion. 

Before long the two arrived at the wharf where the l Yellow Leaves is 
anchored. 

Even now heavy rain is pouring down, but because Valentia’s port is 
protected by a threefold breakwater on top of there being no wind, the sea 
within the port is calm. 

Having said that, there’s no way that it’s not dangerous to continue the 
repairs in this heavy rain. 


Princess Freya looks up from the shore at her ship, which she is seeing for 
the first time in several months, and mutters, 


“His Majesty Zenjirou really has keen insight, hasn’t he?” (Freya) 
“Yes. At the very least, he sees things that we do not consider.” (Skathi) 


Just as Zenjirou feared, people forcibly continuing with the repairs in this 
rain can be seen on the [Yellow Leaves] . 

Among them there’s a number of veterans swinging their hammers while 
perched on the main mast. 

Princess Freya sighs, half in astonishment and half in reflection, and orders 
her aide. 


“Skathi, please handle it.” (Freya) 
“Aye aye, Captain.” (Skathi) 


Having received her master’s command, the largely built female warrior 
quickly fills her lungs with air. 


“Listen up! There’s been a change in orders! Those at work, stop what 
you’re doing and come down!!” (Skathi) 


Her loud voice didn’t lose out to the sound of the heavy rainfall in the 
slightest. 


OHO MO HOS 


Zenjirou teleported over to Valentia several days later. 
Having finished greeting the Governor of Valentia Dukedom, he first 
photographed his room in Duke Valentia’s mansion with the digital camera 
he brought along. 
Zenjirou, who had only just grasped the principle, still can’t use 

l Teleport] without looking at the pictures he took with the digital 


camera. (Even while looking at it, his success rate is still about 20%, but he 
can offset that weakness by trying many times). 


“Tf I continue taking photos like this, it should also extend the range of 
where I can move with ! Teleport .” (Zenjirou) 


The drawback of doing it this way is that Zenjirou won’t be able to use 

l Teleport] , if the battery of the camera dies or the camera itself breaks 
down. 
As insurance against that, he used some of the precious remnants of the 
printer ink and printed out the picture of the important stone room in the 
royal palace. Even though he’s carrying that picture with him, it’s not like 
it’s indestructible or everlasting either. 
As expected, eventually I want to be skilled enough that I can easily 

l Teleport} to places I have visited once like Aura. 
Although that is definitely a goal for the future, in the current situation 
every single Teleport user is greatly needed. 
Even Zenjirou, who needs the camera for assistance, is a precious asset. 
Right now he has no option but to throw himself onto the battlefield while 
still relying on that support. 
Anyhow, Zenjirou, counting this as his break, immediately headed to a 
meeting with Princess Freya’s group with his personal knight Natalio and 
the maid Ines. 
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Probably because she came to a shipyard, Princess Freya wasn’t wearing a 
dress like he’d grown accustomed to seeing her in, but a captain’s attire 
similar to the time when Zenjirou met her for the first time. 

It’s Zenjirou’s personal impression, but he feels like male clothing suits her 
more than the dresses she usually wears. 

That doesn’t mean that Princess Freya is manly. It means that her moving 
around energetically in dynamic attire is more natural for her. 

Having obtained Zenjirou’s permission, the princess sat down on the 
opposing sofa, and expressed her gratitude as soon as she opened her mouth 


“Thank you very much for investing your time and effort for our cause on 
this occasion. Thanks to your help, we were able to deal with the situation 


before it developed into a serious incident, Your Majesty Zenjirou. Let me 
thank you once more for that.” (Freya) 


Behind her, Skathi presses her right fist against her left shoulder, and bows 
her head. 

Guessing from the nuance in her words that the reason she’s thanking him 
isn’t just for sending them via Aura’s ! Teleport] , Zenjirou gently asks, 


“So they did try to continue with the repairs after all?” (Zenjirou) 


Princess Freya nods in response to Zenjirou’s question, making her short 
silver hair sway. 


“Yes, it is just as you say. Your insight was remarkable, Your Majesty.” 
(Freya) 


Since Princess Freya’s words don’t seem to be mere flattery, Zenjirou 
smiles wryly, looking embarrassed. 


“No, I’m just prone to worrying, therefore it’s nothing worthy of such 
admiration.” (Zenjirou) 


“However, it was my oversight. Even though I have sailed with the crew of 
the [Yellow Leaves.) for so long, I didn’t realize that there was such a 
discrepancy between our ways of thinking until you pointed it out, Your 
Majesty. I am ashamed.” (Freya) 


“Excuse me, but you sailed on the same ship as them right, Your Highness? 
When you’re close to your subordinates, you can adapt orders, but you can’t 
do that if you’re separated. Inevitably loyal subordinates will try to comply 
with their initial order.” (Zenjirou) 


With his understanding of Princess Freya’s character. Zenjirou felt it would 
be better to explain his reasoning than to simply console her. 


“I see, so that’s how those in their position will take it. I’m grateful for your 
wise advice.” (Freya) 


Having such heartfelt admiration directed at him, Zenjirou shifted 
uncomfortably. 

Just because Zenjirou was able to predict that the workers on-site might 
continue the repairs even during rainy weather, it doesn’t mean that he’s 
more intelligent than Queen Aura or Princess Freya. 

It’s merely because he had the same experience when he was an on-site 
worker while he was still at the company. 

For example, there was a time when the ship carrying crucial materials ran 
into trouble overseas and was delayed by over a month, after he’d already 
accepted a request from a frequent client. 

Because of that, the time frame to finish the work was shortened by a 
month. He somehow managed to complete it in time with a hellish schedule 
only for the other party to nonchalantly tell him, “Well, I didn’t expect you 
to make the deadline. I’d already prepared myself for a month-long delay, 
but thank you.” 

“Then please tell me from the start!!” was what Zenjirou’s soul had 
screamed behind his silence. 

Like this, people in weak positions like subordinates and subcontractors 
can’t easily ask to, “Please extend the deadline since it’s impossible,” from 
their side since the contract had already been established. 

Disappointing a precious client and being told, “Then I will give this job to 
someone else,” means losing everything to them. If they are somehow able 
to make the deadline by doing the unreasonable, there are many people who 
will pick that option. 

If they have to admit that “I won’t make it in time”, that means that they 
really won’t be able to do it no matter what. And, in such a situation, they 
will do their utmost to minimize the delay as much as possible. 

For Zenjirou, who has experienced such situations, it was easy to surmise 
that saying, “It might be difficult to finish by the set date,” would be 
difficult for the workers on-site who had made a promise with Princess 
Freya, their direct superior, and Aura, who is the queen of the country 
where they are staying. 


“Were you able to adjust the work schedule then?” (Zenjirou) 


Even though Princess Freya confirms it with a small nod, she reveals a 
troubled expression. 


“Yes. Given that it’s possible to roughly estimate the delay due to the 

l Rainy Season] , we finished the adjustment of that part. However, I’m 
slightly worried that our plans will be derailed again because of the 

l Hottest Season) afterwards. 
A heat like the one when we came to the Carpa Kingdom is going to 
continue for three months, right?” (Freya) 


At Princess Freya’s words, Zenjirou hesitates, but ultimately decides that 
she should know the truth. 


“Princess Freya, you should have arrived during the l Vibrant Season J 
according to the calendar. Since the weather won’t completely transform in 
a day, the latter half of the ! Vibrant Season is similar to the start of the 

l Hottest Season.) , but the month when the temperature is highest is not 
then.” (Zenjirou) 


eee Eh?” (Freya) 


After an unusually long pause, Princess Freya leaked a dimwitted sound 
with a flabbergasted expression. 

Even Skathi has widened her reddish brown eyes in disbelief. 

Zenjirou truly understands their feelings. Even Zenjirou would have likely 
felt that his life was in danger without the ice electric fan when he first 
came to this world, much less a princess from the northernmost part of the 
northern continent. Compared to Zenjirou, who had experienced sweltering 
nights with temperatures higher than 30°C and extremely hot days with 
more than 35°C in the Kanto area of Japan, her experience with heat was 
meager. 

I feel like she wont be able to get a real sense of it even if I tell her, but I 
still have to warn her. 


“The temperature during the hottest season exceeds a person’s body 
temperature. Because of the heat during the day, the temperature remains 
high through the night. Even the people of Carpa Kingdom, who were born 
and raised in this area, mostly stick to being active during early morning 
and evening, when the heat goes down slightly, because it’s dangerous to be 
active at midday during the !Hottest Season) . 


During the day, almost everyone — both commoners and nobles — preserve 
their stamina witha Il Siesta .” (Zenjirou) 


Apparently having heard about the actual details of the Hottest Season J 
for the first time just now, master and servant of the Uppsala Kingdom were 
both lost for words. 


“Our country’s craftsmen should be participating in the repairs of the 
l Yellow Leaves . Haven’t you heard about it from them?” (Zenjirou) 


Princess Freya releases a deep sigh upon hearing Zenjirou’s question. 


“I haven’t talked directly to them, but I have heard that there were doubts 
raised, like “Is it going to be really alright with this schedule?” from the 
craftsmen on-site. 

However, since I was told that it was their first time repairing a large sailing 
ship, I carelessly dismissed their worries as mere fretting over technical 
details and didn’t investigate further.” (Freya) 


“Ah, that’s understandable, I suppose.” (Zenjirou) 


When one works with people from a different cultural background, there’s 
bound to be misunderstandings. 
Princess Freya’s crew of the | Yellow LeavesJ doesn’t know about the 

l Hottest Season.) of the southern continent. They can’t comprehend that 
people will suffer health issues from just being active outside during the 
day. 
On the other hand, the craftsmen of the Carpa Kingdom have never left the 
Midwest of the southern continent. Hence they can’t understand that there 
are people who don’t know about the heat of the [Hottest Season J . 
Even if they have doubts about the schedule, given the circumstances, they 
might just assume that it’ll be alright since that’s what they’ve been told. 
After all, participating in the repairs of a big four-mast ship is a first for the 
craftsmen of the Carpa Kingdom. They don’t have the slightest idea how 


difficult it will be and how much time will be necessary to repair it. 

As neither side can understand the !Common Sense of the other side, 
they aren’t even aware that they can’t understand each other. It’s this sort of 
situation. 


“Let’s call all the craftsmen together and confirm how much work they can 
carry out during the [Hottest SeasonJ in this area. 

It’s not what we originally planned, but I would like to stay here in Valentia 
until the repairs of the !Yellow Leaves.) have been completed. What do 
you think?” (Freya) 


“I think that’s fine. The return to the capital will be instantaneous since I 
will be taking you. As for your livelihood during your stay in Valentia; it’s 
probably fine to continue as you have been, I will talk to Governor Damian 
about it.” (Zenjirou) 


“Okay, I apologize for the trouble, Your Majesty.” (Freya) 


Princess Freya thanked Zenjirou once more for his understanding. 


Intermission 2 — Lucinda’s Shadow 


T/N: Yellow Leaves -> Golden Leaves 


While Zenjirou was checking the progress of the !Golden Leaves. with 
Princess Freya in Valentia, General Puyol applied for an audience with 
Queen Aura. 


With a military post as general and as a minister of civil affairs, he certainly 
has every right to request an audience with the ruler at any time, but he 
rarely exercises that right. 


It goes without saying, but the posts of minister or general are only held by 
high-ranking nobles and the main authorities of the country. For better or 
worse, high-ranking nobles are shackled by various obligations and 
factions. As such, their actions are limited in the long run. 


Those that try to clumsily do things on their own tend to be chided with the 
words “You lost your composure” or “It’s an act not befitting your 
standing.” 


However, not paying attention to such common sense and judgemental 
gazes is what makes General Puyol General Puyol. 


“T hoped that he might mellow out a bit after getting married, but I guess 
it’s the same as usual with him.” (Aura) 


The secretary with the slender face waiting next to the sighing queen replies 
expressionlessly as always, 


“General Puyol mellowing out is as unlikely a future as Your Majesty 
becoming ladylike, isn’t it?” (Fabio) 


“Hoh, so basically you’re saying that there’s a future where General Puyol 
will settle down?” (Aura) 


The secretary raises his thin eyebrows with a twitch, smiling. 


“Oh? It seems as if Your Majesty wants to say that you have become 
ladylike?” (Fabio) 


“Of course, that’s what I’m exactly saying. You don’t know, dear fool, just 
how womanly and graceful I become when I’m alone with my husband.” 
(Aura) 


“T have never been so thankful that I haven’t had the chance to step into the 
inner palace as now.” (Fabio) 


“What do you mean by that?” (Aura) 


“Please pardon me from an explanation. I don’t want to be arrested for lese 
majeste yet.” (Fabio) 


“Tf I held you to the normal standards for lese majeste, it wouldn’t be 
enough even if you had several heads.” (Aura) 


As the queen and her secretary crack their usual jokes, there’s a knock at the 
door, and the strong voice of a man from the other side. 


“Excuse me! General Puyol has come for an audience. Is it alright to let him 
in?” 


The queen answers the guarding knight with clear yes, 
“Show him in.” (Aura) 
Hearing her voice, the door was opened with a clank. 


“Excuse me.” (Puyol) 


The one who entered was a man in the prime of his life, the military 
uniform of the Carpa Kingdom barely containing a huge frame that had 
been trained to the limits — General Puyol Guillén. 


“Tt’s nice of you to have come. Please, have a seat.” (Aura) 
“Yes, Your Majesty! Excuse me!” (Puyol) 


With the queen’s permission, the general calmly strides into the room, and 
sits down on the sofa opposite of the queen. 

The sofa, which was made for an ordinary person, definitely shouldn’t be 
suitable for the giant General Puyol, but his sitting posture is not awkward 
at all. 

Probably because he has such control over his body. 

Queen Aura, moistening her throat with a sip of tea, gets right to the point 
and asks, 


“So, what’s your business with me?” (Aura) 


When dealing with General Puyol, who’s slightly disconnected from noble 
conversation etiquette, this much is fine. This man opposite of me vastly 
prefers a point-blank conversation that doesn’t waste any time. 

Just as she thought, General Puyol didn’t utter a single complaint towards 
the queen’s blunt words, and said, 


“First I’d like to extend my congratulations.” (Puyol) 


“Hmm? If you’re congratulating me for my pregnancy, I remember that I 
received it a good while ago already, though?” (Aura) 


The general smoothly continues despite the queen’s fruitless efforts at 
playing dumb, 


“That’s not it. Rather than Your Majesty’s auspicious pregnancy, I’m 
expressing my congratulations towards Zenjirou-sama grasping 
Teleport .” (Puyol) 
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So, as expected, it’s about that, huh? The queen clicked her tongue inside 
her mind. 


It’s been a mere few days since Zenjirou succeeded in invoking 
!'TeleportJ . 


They still haven’t announced that fact yet. 


Nonetheless, there are several eye-witnesses such as the guard knights and 
the maids working in the royal palace. They haven't been forbidden to 
speak about it in particular. 


Hence, it’s not all that strange that nobles, who have sharp ears, already 
know about the fact that “Zenjirou has grasped !TeleportJ .” 


However, even if the news spread, there still has not been an official 
announcement. To apply for an audience in this gap and start talking about 
“congratulations” is something that only General Puyol could do. 


The queen deliberately sighs dramatically and glares at the man sitting 
across from her. 


“You do have very good ears. Even though I had planned to announce it 
officially once the situation settled down a bit more.” (Aura) 


The spell Teleport) accounts for an exceedingly large percentage of the 
l Space-Time Magic. that the royal family uses. The existence of this 

spell might very well be defined as the reason the Carpa Kingdom could 

become a major power that reigns supreme over the west of the southern 

continent. 

Just increasing the number of users for this spell by one holds great 

significance for the current Carpa Kingdom. 

Basically the royal family offers the use of !Teleport for domestic and 

foreign nobles as long as they receive a fixed compensation. 

Because after the great war, apart from Queen Aura, no one could cast it, 

opportunities to use it dropped sharply. Now that the prince consort, 


someone with a lower standing than the queen, had accomplished it, the 
rich high-ranking nobles will expect to be able to receive his favor. 


“My husband is currently in Valentia. He will probably come back within a 
few days, but the places to which my husband can transfer to with 
l Teleport] are still very limited.” (Aura) 


The queen scowls and uses those words to remind him of Zenjirou’s 
newness to the spell, believing that the aim of General Puyol, who went as 
far as requesting an audience for the express purpose of congratulating 
Zenjirou, might be to book Zenjirou’s 'TeleportJ before anyone else. 
However, the general responds to her remark without showing any 
particular discomfort. 


“I am well aware. Zenjirou-sama’s wishes should be most important when 
discussing Zenjirou-sama’s ! Teleport . 

Zenjirou-sama always said that he wanted to head to the Twin Kingdom as 
soon as he grasped Teleport] , didn’t he?” (Puyol) 


“Yes, that’s true.” (Aura) 


The queen honestly confirmed the general’s question. 
Since we constantly declared that Zenjirou would travel to the Twin 
Kingdom, there’s no reason to hide it at this point in time. 


“There is only one reason why Zenjirou-sama would want to go to the Twin 
Kingdom so badly. It must be his worries for Your Majesty’s body. Once 
Zenjirou-sama is able to go to the Twin Kingdom with [Teleport , he 
will also be able to bring a healing practitioner of the Jilbell family in an 
emergency after all.” (Puyol) 


“Yes...indeed.” (Aura) 


The queen confirms this since she’s quite aware of that fact herself, but 
hearing about her husband’s passionate love from someone else makes her 
feel a bit embarrassed, too. 


“Just as Zenjirou-sama worried, you are now pregnant, Your Majesty. 
Taking that into consideration, it’s my humble opinion that Zenjirou-sama 
might want to head to the Twin Kingdom at once.” (Puyol) 


“I dare say that’s very likely my husband’s wish, but it’s a pointless 
exercise. After all we are now in the Rainy Season] and afterwards we 
will enter the !Hottest Season, . Traveling to the Twin Kingdom will 
have to wait until the ! Vibrant Season , right?” (Aura) 


Aura said, shrugging her shoulders. 
There’s no need for Zenjirou himself to adhere to the seasons since he can 
be transferred with Aura’s !TeleportJ , but it’s different when it comes to 
his personal guards and the maids who are going to take care of his personal 
well-being. 
Because Aura doesn’t have the spare time to cast [Teleport] for all that 
personnel, they have no other option but to travel the land route. For this 
reason they can’t escape the seasons’ conditions, no matter what they do. 
Traveling during the [Rainy Season.) when the roads turn into mud or 
rivers due to the heavy rain is out of the question. Traveling during the 

l Hottest Season) is also fairly difficult, accounting for the time lost in the 
middle of the day to the siesta. 
Long-term travel should be done during the [Vibrant Season if at all 
possible, especially if the journey is expected to include unfamiliar terrain, 
like traveling to a distant country in the central region of the southern 
continent. 
Even General Puyol should know this, however he still bends forward and 
objects. 


“However, Your Majesty, you are already in the middle of your pregnancy. 
Do you think that Zenjirou-sama has the mental fortitude to wait until the 
l Vibrant Season) ?” (Puyol) 


If all goes to plan, Aura should give birth to her second child around the 
middle of the [Vibrant Season) , according to Doctor Michelle. 

Carpa Kingdom’s [Vibrant Season] is equivalent to autumn and winter 
in Japan. In other words, the [Vibrant SeasonJ lasts for half a year. 

With simple arithmetic, if they leave as soon as the ! Vibrant Season J 
starts, they should have three months before Aura’s scheduled delivery, but 


life isn’t that simple. 

An expected delivery date is nothing more than just that. The possibility of 
a premature delivery naturally exists. The dangers for a pregnant woman 
aren’t limited to just the birth either. It’s not wrong that the delivery is the 
most dangerous period, but it is quite possible that her physical condition 
will suddenly deteriorate even before the delivery. 

If you consider that, General Puyol’s opinion that “Zenjirou-sama should go 
to the Twin Kingdom as quickly as possible, as he desires” is completely 
correct. 

Understanding that, the queen becomes serious. 


“What are you suggesting that we do then?” (Aura) 


“Yes. As expected, I must admit that traveling for an extended period of 
time during the ! Rainy Season] is suicidal. However, I believe that it’s 
not impossible if you choose trained soldiers and dispatch them at the 
beginning of the [Hottest Season .” (Puyol) 


“Hmm, the beginning of the !Hottest Season , you say?” (Aura) 


The queen didn’t immediately reject General Puyol’s proposal, mulling it 
over. 

Although it’s coined as the T Hottest Season , obviously it’s not as if the 
same temperature persists the entire three months. 

The temperature rises the most during the middle month. The months before 
and after it are more or less easy to bear. 

But then again the “easy to bear” is only in comparison against the worst 
month, when the temperature is only a little over 35° C rather than 40° C. 
The queen considers these facts and shakes her head again. 


“No, even then it’s still no good. I admit that the possibility for success is 
fairly high, but there are also many dangers that can’t be ignored. 

The journey to the Twin Kingdom passes through unknown areas. It’s not 
just a problem of distance either. It’s not like you don’t know that, right?” 
(Aura) 


Just as Aura pointed out, traveling along an unknown path and a well- 
known path are completely different issues. 


The fast and slow dragons of this world are leagues above horses and 
donkeys in regards to transport ability. Moreover there’s still the ultimate 
cheat skill that is magic, which the old Earth is no match for, but even so, 
various problems await such a long-term travel. 

How long do you have to follow the road until you reach the next human 
habitat? Where can water sources be found? Traveling without such 
information is extremely difficult. To say nothing of the reduced travel 
speed due to needing to take a rest during the day inthe [Hottest 
Season] . Moreover, the necessary amount of water will increase the higher 
the temperature becomes. 

Information about watering places and feeding grounds for the dragons is 
indispensable, too. 

Even though those can be compensated with magic, that also has a limit. 
General Puyol completely agrees with Aura but has more to say, 


“Yes, you’re right. It will be dangerous if it’s just us. But, if there’s a guide 
familiar with the route, those issues should be solvable. 

Therefore I propose using the pretext of allowing about half of the guards of 
Prince Francesco and Princess Bona, who have come from the Twin 
Kingdom, to be replaced and return to their country and have them 
accompany us in the process.” (Puyol) 


“What?” (Aura) 


That was an unexpected proposal. 
The general continues explaining to the queen, whose eyes are wide with 
surprise, 


“By the next [Hottest Season , it will have been a year since Their 
Highnesses have come to the Carpa Kingdom. It’s probably a time when the 
escorting soldiers will start becoming homesick. 

They will very likely accept this proposal if our side shoulders the expenses 
caused by the travel, don’t you think? They are the ones who most recently 
traveled the route we are trying to use, albeit from the opposite direction. 
It’s my humble opinion that we might be able to keep the issues during the 
travel at a minimum, even during the | Hottest Season.) , with them as 
guides.” (Puyol) 


“Hmm...” (Aura) 


As it’s an extremely pragmatic though unexpected suggestion, Aura 
carefully considers it once more. 

Certainly, if they are accompanied by the people of the Twin Kingdom, who 
have traveled the route already, there will be significantly fewer problems. 
Thinking back, Prince Francesco and Princess Bona arrived from the Twin 
Kingdom right before the ‘Vibrant Season , during the ' Hottest 
Season] . 

It’s certainly true that this also serves as proof of them having successfully 
arrived in the Carpa Kingdom. 

Besides that, General Puyol’s opinion is very likely not mistaken. 

Spending a year in a completely different culture, experiencing varying 
degrees of homesickness is completely normal. 

The proposal of allowing half the guards to return home should be greeted 
with approval, at least among the soldiers present here. 

If the Carpa Kingdom takes charge of the financial burdens as General 
Puyol suggested, even the higher-ups of the Twin Kingdom shouldnt object. 
And if the Carpa Kingdom can buy its soldiers’ safety with money, that is an 
acceptable expense. 

With this, Aura completely changes her attitude and begins tackling this 
problem with a positive approach. Leaning forward on the sofa, she cross- 
examines the general. 


“T understand your proposal. Certainly, if we follow it, it will improve our 
chances. However, that also creates another problem. The representative of 
the guard unit for the prince and princess is naturally a fairly high-ranking 
knight. 

If our side doesn’t appoint someone of equal position as a representative, 
the leadership of the journey will be entirely reliant on the other side.” 
(Aura) 


For Aura that was a question she believed had to be answered before all 
else. 


“That concern is very natural. Therefore, with your permission, I would like 
to personally take this task.” (Puyol) 


And General Puyol’s answer was just as Aura had expected. 

If he becomes the person in charge of the guard unit, he will always be near 
Zenjirou during the stay in the Twin Kingdom. 

For someone trying to curry favor with the prince consort Zenjirou, that’s 
an outstandingly good opportunity. 

Once Queen Aura sighs dramatically, 


“You’re a cornerstone of the royal army, aren’t you? What’s going to 
happen if you irresponsibly leave the work here to your subordinates?” 
(Aura) 


She repeats a lecture she had given many times before. 
Under the queen’s scolding, the general ponders for a bit, and then answers, 


“That’s a valid point. In that case; there’s a promising guy among the young 
battalion leaders of the Dragon Archer Cavalry. This time I will leave the 
practical business to him and devote myself to being a figurehead, except 
for times of emergency.” (Puyol) 


At the general’s carefree declaration that, “It’s important to foster young 
talent early on,” the queen’s face cramps up a bit. 

In essence, he was saying that “I’m going to send a subordinate, but I will 
come along as well.” 


“Listen, I’m telling you that, as a central part of the royal army, you cannot 
stay in a foreign country for as long as you like.” (Aura) 


General Puyol’s response to Aura’s exasperation was something completely 
unexpected. 


“T’m also well aware of that. That’s why I’m planning to return to the Carpa 
Kingdom through Zenjirou-sama’s Teleport, after Zenjirou-sama 
arrives in the Twin Kingdom.” (Puyol) 


“ ,.What?” (Aura) 


The shock of hearing that suggestion causes Queen Aura’s mask to slip in 
front of the man that may as well be her political opponent. 


However, that’s only natural. General Puyol’s words were just that 
unexpected. 

After a short silence, the queen speaks as she tries to process the 
information. 


“In other words, what? You head to the Twin Kingdom as commander of 
the guard unit. And as soon as my husband arrives there, you yield the 
command to that young battalion leader and return to our kingdom through 
my husband’s !TeleportJ . That’s what you’re saying?” (Aura) 


“Yes. However, since I will need to make sure with my own eyes that my 
successor is capable of fulfilling his guard duties without problems, it 
probably won’t be right after Zenjirou-sama arrives.” (Puyol) 


General Puyol’s arguments were sound in all respects. 

That’s why it feels so suspicious to Aura. 

This set of proposals is beneficial for Aura and Zenjirou, and General 
Puyol’s gains will be small. 

Of course, if he delivers the guard unit safely to the Twin Kingdom, it will 
become a splendid achievement, so it’s not like there’s no benefit for him at 
all. 

However, it’s unnatural for General Puyol, who always aims for the very 
best outcome and is insatiable in his quest, to say, “I will return to the royal 
capital,” by himself. 

Zenjirou will be there without Aura. And General Puyol’s official position 
will be that of commander of Zenjirou’s guard unit. 

It should be the most suitable situation to indoctrinate Zenjirou and make 
him agree to any demands. The General Puyol Aura knows would do just 
that, without hesitation. 

And yet he deliberately says that he will return as soon as possible. 


“How to put it; I can’t believe these words coming out of your mouth. 
What’s gotten into you?” (Aura) 


The queen, having given up on thinking her way out of the conundrum, tries 
hurling her doubts directly at him like that. 
General Puyol answered her with a bold, broad grin. 


“Although it might be belated, even I am aware that Ima [cornerstone of 
the royal army] , just as Your Majesty said not long ago. 

In order to serve as !cornerstone of the royal army in [due formJ for 
a long time to come, I have judged that what I just proposed would be the 
best course of action.” (Puyol) 


“1” (Aura) 


With that answer Aura was able to grasp General Puyol’s aim. 
And yet there are still many more questions left, but even just 
understanding his objective is a boon. 


“I see. That’s an admirable view. I appreciate your opinion. Your proposal 
on this occasion is very promising. I shall consider it positively.” (Aura) 


Upon the queen saying, “You may withdraw,” the huge general obediently 
stands up from the sofa. 


“Yes, Your Majesty! Please excuse me then.” (Puyol) 
With those words and a handsome smile, General Puyol leaves. 


+ 


Once General Puyol leaves the room, only Queen Aura and her secretary, 
Fabio, remain. 

Relaxing slightly on the sofa, Aura sighs deeply and then asks the secretary 
next to her, 


“What do you think?” (Aura) 

“Its very likely as you imagine, Your Majesty.” (Fabio) 
He answered in his usual emotionless, detached way. 
“General Puyol’s aim is the rank of ! Marshal. .” (Aura) 


“Yes, I don’t think there’s any doubt about that.” (Fabio) 


There’s no other way to interpret the words, “serve as ! cornerstone of the 

royal army in [due form, for along time to come.” 

Puyol Guillén targeting the army’s highest rank — marshal is an open 

secret. Even he himself doesn t really try to hide it. 

His request itself isn’t all that strange, but the problem is the fact is he’s 

taking concrete action now. 

As it’s her second pregnancy, Aura is well aware of the dangers to the 

current system. 

Because of her pregnancy and childbirth, her actions will become limited, 

resulting in a stagnation of the national politics. For that reason Aura 

decided to intentionally reduce her own authority, appointing a 
Marshal] anda Prime Minister , and place them in charge of 

politics and military matters respectively. 

General Puyol expressly requested an audience at this stage, when Aura is 

preparing for those appointments, to appeal that he’s the most suitable 

candidate for becoming the marshal. 

One can only imagine how General Puyol caught hold of the information 

that Aura intends to assign a marshal soon. 

The queen ponders while wrinkling her eyebrows in displeasure. 


“Honestly, I can’t believe that Puyol obtained the information at this stage.” 
(Aura) 


“T agree, but it’s still a fact. I think at this point we should probably consider 
l How did General Puyol get hold of the information? J ” (Fabio) 


Aura nods and says, “I know,” upon her secretary’s suggestion. 

At present, they are hiding the information as much as possible, but still, 
when it comes to appointing a [Marshal] anda Prime Minister] , they 
have no choice but to give instructions to the civil officials about things 
such as preparatory documents, tools used for the ceremonies, and 
arrangements for the location. 

Of course the civil officials have been forbidden to speak about it, but it’s 
impossible to completely prevent others from seeing any of the 
preparations. 

However, to deduce that Queen Aura is planning to establish a mashal just 
from that is difficult. 


Countless rumors that mix truth and falsehood together accumulate and 
circulate in the royal palace. To be able to carefully scrutinize these and 
extract the truth of what’s going to happen in the near future requires a 
substantial level of resourcefulness. 

General Puyol doesn’t possess that resourcefulness. After associating with 
him for a long time, Aura can confidently assert that. 

Next the queen says, 


“Tn the first place, the order of topics was weird this time. If we assume that 
General Puyol knew that I’m about to appoint a marshal, he would normally 
have started from there at the foremost. He’s that kind of man by nature.” 
(Aura) 


“Certainly. Trying to push his own agenda as far as possible before 
compromising was General Puyol’s modus operandi until now.” (Fabio) 


Seeing the queen nod in response, he continues, 


“But, this time it was different. He proposed to dispatch soldiers during the 

l Hottest Season) to the Twin Kingdom which will be a benefit for us, 
Swept away our concerns by saying that he will return right away, and 
moreover only insinuated that he’d like to become marshal at the end.” 
(Fabio) 


She groans while he says so. 

Speaking frankly, this time’s proposal by General Puyol can be accepted 
without any issues. 

It’s completely different from his usual requests of “Gimme, gimme, gimme 
everything I want” so far. 

In conclusion, General Puyol’s behavior today is an anomaly. 


“Puyol Guillén has raised his ability to gather intelligence. What do you 
think is the reason for this?” (Aura) 


The secretary answers the queen, 


“There’s little hope that his own ability has gone up all of a sudden. I 
believe we should consider the possibility that he has won over someone 


possessing that ability.” (Fabio) 
and the queen continues with, 


“Puyol Guillén has raised his ability to negotiate. What do you think is the 
reason for this?” (Aura) 


“He most likely prepared himself in advance. With General Puyol’s 
character, it’s difficult to believe that he did something like that by himself, 
thus we should probably assume that someone else wrote the script.” 
(Fabio) 


and asks once more, 


“Puyol Guillén never mentioned the word Marshal] to the very end. He 
was well-mannered beyond belief in comparison to his behavior until now. 
What do you think is the reason for this?” (Aura) 


“General Puyol is a person with extremely strong ambitions, but he’s 
definitely no fool. In theory, if he was given a reason like, !A person, who 
takes the conversation in such direction, will reach their ambition more 
easily , he can and will do so. Though there’s no one close to him that can 
persuade him to do that, is there?” (Fabio) 


“...” (Aura) 


Aura’s questions were more because she did not wish to believe the 
conclusions that she had come to, rather than out of any true confusion. 
But, no matter how unbelievable it might be, it’s the duty of a country’s 
ruler to accept the truth for what it is. 

Lastly Queen Aura asks, 


“The owner of a good information gathering ability. A person who advised 
him on the negotiations. Someone who managed to rein in the overly 
ambitious Puyol. Do you think that it’s possible that all of these were one 
and the same person?” (Aura) 


“Rather than him coincidentally obtaining three small game pieces in such a 
short time, the possibility of him having obtained one big game piece is still 
much bigger, don’t you think?” (Fabio) 


Fabio’s reply was reasonable. Above all, the number of people at Puyol 
Guillén’s side recently has only increased by one. 

The queen considers her secretary’s answers for a while, eventually giving 
an order. 


“Gather information about Lucinda Guillén, the legal wife of Puyol Guillén, 
again. Investigate her abilities of course, but also her personality.” (Aura) 


“As you wish, Your Majesty.” (Fabio) 


The secretary bowed courteously upon the queen’s order. 


Chapter 4 — Freya Uppsala 2 


What comes after the [Rainy Season isthe THottest SeasonJ . 


To begin with, even if the l Rainy Season andthe !Hottest Season, 
are Clearly separated on the calendar, it doesn’t mean that the weather 
necessarily follows that calendar. 


In the first place, the calendar in the Carpa Kingdom is a lunisolar calendar. 
The lunisolar calendar needs to be adjusted by adding an intercalary month 
every few years. That means that it could be misaligned by up to a month 
depending on the year. 


Even without that, the !Rainy SeasonJ is longer in some years than 
others. 


Because of this, even though the calendar might still say that it’s the 

l Rainy SeasonJ , there might not be any more heavy rain. On the other 
hand, there are also times when it rains every day, even though it’s 
technically already quite a while into the "Hottest Season J . 


However, the people have learned to adapt to these conditions. 


The humans living in that area assess whether the [Rainy SeasonJ has 
actually come to an end based on the sky’s color and the local plant growth 
rather than depending on the calendar. 


One day, when it had become the ! Hottest Season] in the proper sense, 
Zenjirou’s escort, led by Puyol Guillén, lined up in the royal palace’s 
audience hall for the official send-off. 


“Well then, Your Majesty Aura, Zenjirou-sama, we are off.” (Puyol) 


Dressed in traveling clothes and acting as representative, General Puyol 
announces the departure to Aura and Zenjirou, who are sitting on the 
elevated thrones. 


Normally Zenjirou is only allowed to act as silent decoration during official 
events with Aura, but today that’s not going to happen. 


After all, Zenjirou will be personally speaking with the guard unit that will 
be accompanying him at the Twin Kingdom to improve morale. 


In a certain sense, Zenjirou is the main character today. 


Zenjirou lightly raises his right hand from his spot next to Aura, and speaks 
up. 


“T feel honored that so many excellent soldiers are going to make a great 
effort for me. However, what Pd like you to not forget is the fact that you 
are our country’s treasure. 


It might be boorish to say this to you, who possess an indomitable fighting 
spirit, but I will make this clear now. 


Understand, protecting each other’s lives is the supreme order. I do not wish 
you to pursue the schedule to the point of sacrificing human life. 


What I desire above all is to be able see everyone present when I arrived in 
the Twin Kingdom of Sharrow and Jillbell.” 


“Yes, Your Majesty! Such words are more than we deserve!” (Puyol) 


Once General Puyol answers, all soldiers present press their right fist 
against their left chest, and bow. 


Even though he knows that it’s a ceremony, the stern-looking knights all 
hitting their chests at once still manage to startle Zenjirou. 


He believes that he has managed to hide any obvious signs of his surprise, 
but the soldiers that excel at observation might have seen through him. 


Well, it’s too late now anyway. Zenjirou will be the first to say that his 
fighting strength and courage is not that of a soldier, but at the same level of 
women and children. That’s only his personal opinion though. 


Next Zenjirou addresses the blond prince and the princess with the 
chestnut-colored hair standing at the side. 


“Your Highness Francesco, Your Highness Bona, allow me to take this 
opportunity to express my deepest gratitude for lending your valuable 
guards to us as guides.” (Zenjirou) 


The one to open his mouth first after hearing Zenjirou’s words is the prince 
— Francesco. 


“No, please do not take it to heart. It is a worthwhile proposal for us as well. 
After all, you are giving those who yearn for their hometown a chance to 
return. Just between you and me, there are also some lonely, sobbing 
fellows among these young soldiers. Ahaha.” (Francesco) 


“Your Highness!” (Bona) 


The princess standing next to him — Bona pulls his sleeve and quietly 
chides him, but it was too late. 


Several young knights among the Twin Kingdom’s soldiers, who are lined 
up in their traveling clothes, blush extensively and tremble slightly, drawing 
quite a bit of pity. 


Fortunately everyone present seems to be rather benevolent, feigning 
ignorance, but the people concerned probably wish the earth would swallow 
them up. 


Probably trying to distract from the awkward atmosphere as soon as 
possible, 


“I shall also express my thanks, Your Majesty Zenjirou. You should not be 
the grateful party here as we are relying on your kindness. I would like to 
express my gratitude on behalf of all the soldiers returning to our country.” 
(Bona) 


Zenjirou naturally breaks into a smile at Princess Bona’s usual, serious and 
polite manner of speaking. 


“No, not at all, Your Highness Bona. As I said before, we find it very 
reassuring to have the soldiers of the Twin Kingdom to accompany us as 
guides. It’s nothing you would need to thank us for.” (Zenjirou) 


Watching Zenjirou say all that in one breath, the queen, who had left the 
conversation to her husband up till now, speaks up. 


“1’m sure that there’s much more to be said, but at this rate they will never 
be able to depart. This is enough, right?” (Aura) 


Hearing Aura’s words, Zenjirou nods rather exaggeratedly like a 
mechanical doll. 


“Indeed. The cool period of the [Hottest SeasonJ is precious. All present, 
depart.” (Zenjirou) 


“Yes, Your Majesty! We shall be on our way!” 


With Zenjirou’s permission, the elite soldiers of Carpa’s royal army, and 
half of the Twin Kingdom’s military escort respond in unison. 


Meanwhile, Uppsala Kingdom’s First Princess Freya Uppsala panted like a 
dog in the detached room assigned to her in the port city of Valentia, on the 
west coast of the Carpa Kingdom. 


“Jeez, the daily rain was still much better than this here...” (Freya) 


The silver-haired princess sprawls limply atop a sofa as if she’d melted, 
dressed in an attire that looks inappropriate even as house wear for royalty. 
To be precise, her feet are bare and she’s only wearing a thin, translucent 
white dress. 


“Are you alright, Princess?” (Skathi) 


She weakly corrects the tall female warrior — Skathi, who had worriedly 
called out to her, “Right now I’m not your princess, but your captain.” 


“_..No good. It’s as if I’ve been locked up in a giant steam bath with no 
cold water available. I’ve come to believe that the church’s claim about the 
southern continent being a penal colony is correct.” (Freya) 


“Please get your act together, Princess. If His Majesty Zenjirou’s words are 
correct, the temperature in the next month will rise until it cannot even be 
compared to this.” (Skathi) 


eee I wonder, how are humans able to survive in this area? I don’t think 
that this is an environment suited for humans to live in.” (Freya) 


“I do sympathize with your feelings, but the one that declared that she will 
marry His Majesty Zenjirou and move to this land is you, Princess.” 


(Skathi) 


...” (Freya) 


Imagining how she would live in this land for the rest of her life, Princess 
Freya’s mouth dropped open and a single tear left her eye. 


Princess Freya wipes away that tear with the back of her right hand, and sits 
up on the sofa with a ghost-like, sluggish motion. 


“Phew. Anyway, Skathi, don’t you feel hot?” (Freya) 


Taking in the languid look of her master, the female warrior replies with an 
unconcerned look. 


“T train every day.” (Skathi) 


“Even if you do that, what’s hot is still hot, though.” (Freya) 


“_..There’s no way that I can complain during the course of my duties.” 
(Skathi) 


“In other words, you’re just pretending not to feel hot, right?” (Freya) 


« |” (Skathi) 


“Tell me, Skathi?” (Freya) 


Due to the persistent questioning of Princess Freya, even Skathi cannot hold 
back, her voice cracking a little, 


“Yes, it’s hot! So please, don’t speak about it being hot all the time. That 
makes even me feel depressed, you know!?” (Skathi) 


It was on such a day during the ! Hottest Season) that the notification 
about the completion of the repair works for the [Golden Leaves. 
arrived. 


The completion of the repair work for the [Golden Leaves J . 


That news reached even the capital quickly, a small flying dragon having 
been sent as messenger. 


For the current Zenjirou, going to Valentia cost no time, once he received 
this news. 


The same day he received the notice, Zenjirou and Aura respectively sent 


his knight Natalio and her maid Ines to Valentia with !TeleportJ , and 
then on the next day, he sent himself after them. 


“We have awaited you, Zenjirou-sama.” 


“All preparations have already been put in order.” 


“Very well. Thank you for going ahead to prepare this time as well, Natalio, 
Ines.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou thanks the two who awaited him at the destination. 


Even though he was in the capital just moments ago, he’s now in the distant 
Valentia. 


When he had Teleport.) cast upon himself by Aura, he felt that, “Magic 
is amazing!”, but now that he is able to use it himself, he feels a very 
indescribable sense of discomfort. 


“The world widened or...shrank in an instant...what a truly strange 
sensation.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou mutters under his breath and tilts his head to the side in confusion. 


This is Zenjirou’s third time in Valentia, but because all of his visits had 
been round-trips through ! Teleport.) , it doesn’t feel like he’s come to a 
distant place at all. 


For the March of Guzzel, he has vivid memories of his aching buttocks 
after a long journey in a royal carriage, cementing it as a distant place in his 
mind. However, he definitely doesn’t have the same feelings for Valentia. 


Once he processes that the places within the kingdom to where he can 

l Teleport} like this will increase from now on, he can somewhat 
understand the feelings of all the nobles trying to increase the number of 
royal family members — bloodline magic successors, to the extent of trying 
to force concubines on him. 


Anyway, because travel through [Teleport] doesn’t exhaust one’s 
stamina at all either, Zenjirou can go into action quickly as long as he has 
prepared himself mentally. 


“How about Her Highness Freya?” (Zenjirou) 


The one who answers Zenjirou is Ines, who had been in Valentia since the 
previous day. 


“Yes, Her Highness is already waiting in the anteroom.” (Ines) 


“I see, I guess I will go meet her at once then. What about the preparations 
for the parlor?” (Zenjirou) 


“They have been completed.” (Ines) 


“Alright, then lead the way.” (Zenjirou) 


“As you wish. This way, please.” (Ines) 


Guided by the middle-aged maid, Zenjirou started to walk through the 
corridors of Valentia mansion. 


Princess Freya arrived almost immediately after Zenjirou entered the parlor. 


“Your Majesty, thank you very much for repeatedly troubling yourself for 
our convenience.” (Freya) 


The smiling Princess Freya is once again dressed in the attire of a ship’s 
captain. 


“No, if it concerns the [Golden Leaves , it also matters to us.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou replies and invites Princess Freya to sit down. 


“Yes, excuse me.” (Freya) 


Zenjirou sighs in admiration in the comfort of his mind as he watches the 
princess sit down as elegantly as ever. 


(Wow. She doesn’t even sweat in this heat. There isn’t a bubble of cool air 
just around her, is there?) (Zenjirou) 


With her silver hair, her ice blue eyes and her pure white skin, the quietly 
smiling Princess Freya appears not to be affected by the heat at all. 


In truth, this is simply her suppressing the sweating above her neck with 


fighting spirit and willpower, but being blissfully unaware of these 
underlying circumstances, Zenjirou honestly admires her. 


“So, you mentioned it in your report, but the repairs of the T Golden 
Leaves] have been completed safely?” (Zenjirou) 


The princess nodded with a sincerely happy smile. 


“Yes, thanks to your assistance, it finally came to an end a few days ago. 
After receiving permission from Valentia’s port warden, we have gone 
through several test runs within the harbor. 


All that’s left is today’s trial run beyond the harbor.” (Freya) 


Valentia’s port, which is protected by a threefold breakwater, is perpetually 
calm 


Of course no one would assume that the l Golden Leaves.) , which is a big 
ship designed for travel between continents, will only be used within the 
calm waters of a harbor. 


Hence it’s necessary to ensure that there will be no problems beyond the 
harbor where the sea is rough. 


Nonetheless, the ship has been completely checked and carefully repaired 
until now. In reality the final test of leaving the harbor is more like a 
ceremony. 


“T see. Is it alright to allow me to accompany you on that final test run?” 
(Zenjirou) 


Princess Freya delightfully consents. 


“Yes! Please accompany us by all means. Please enjoy the sensation of 
riding the !Golden Leaves , the pride of the Uppsala Kingdom. Having 
said that, we will be just making one round outside the harbor today.” 
(Freya) 


To Princess Freya, the Golden Leaves is her greatest pride. It’s a 
cutting-edge sailing ship manufactured in her own country on which she 
serves as [ Captain.) . Although she is almost no more than a figurehead, 
this ship is like her own personal castle. 


She always feels the urge to express her pride in it. 


“Understood. Please treat me well.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou answered with a smile as if seeing something pleasant. 


“I already thought so when I saw it the last time, but now that I’m seeing it 
up close, it’s truly a masterpiece. Rather than calling it a ship, a mountain of 
wood would be more appropriate.” (Zenjirou) 


Looking up at the [Golden Leaves.) from the wharf, Zenjirou expresses 
his heartfelt admiration once more. 


In Modern Japan, ships that are bigger than the Golden LeavesJ are 
commonplace, but something this size made completely out of wood is still 
very impressive. 


The wharf at Valentia’s port has been built to comfortably accommodate 
small one-mast ships. Because the wharf is situated much lower than the 
ship’s deck, one has to look up making the ship seem all the more 
intimidating. 


“Zenjirou-sama, please climb up over here. Please watch your step.” 
(Natalio) 


“Yeah, thanks, Natalio.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou, who had been looking up at the [Golden Leaves.) like an idiot 
until then, turns his feet in the direction of the wooden ramp connecting the 
wharf and the [Golden Leaves.J under the guidance of his knight Natalio. 


The stairway-like ramp had obviously been hurriedly built expressly for the 
sake of the [Golden Leaves J . 


Small single-masted ships from the Carpa Kingdom could be boarded just 
by bridging the gap with a sturdy plank but a four-mast ship like the 
l Golden Leaves is ina class entirely of its own. 


The sailors are nimbly climbing rope ladders up and down, but using those 
for loading or unloading cargo is difficult. 


That’s the reason why the ramp had been built in a hurry. 


“Eep, this makes one feel quite weak at the knees.” (Zenjirou) 


“Zenjirou-sama, it’s better to not look down.” (Natalio) 


“Yeah, that makes sense.” (Zenjirou) 


Because it has handrails despite its simple structure, Zenjirou, who has no 
fear of heights, climbs the ramp at an unexpectedly brisk pace. 


Sandwiched between Natalio in the front and Ines in the back, he reaches 
the deck before long. 


The instant he lets out a breath of relief at his safe arrival, a jolt throws him 
backward. 


“Uh oh.” (Zenjirou) 


“Are you alright, Zenjirou-sama?” (Ines) 


However, before his balance falls apart completely, Ines gently props him 
up from behind, preventing anything serious from happening. 


“Yeah, thanks, Ines.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou looks slightly embarrassed as he thanks her, quickly separating. 


Since they are still inside the harbor, the swaying isn’t strong. He was 
merely surprised in the beginning. The swaying isn’t a problem so long as 
he’s only expected to walk and stand normally. 


Moreover, the soldiers of the Valentia Dukedom, who had boarded first, 
have secured the area around Zenjirou. 


The "Golden LeavesJ is technically territory of the Uppsala Kingdom, 
even though it’s floating in the Carpa Kingdom. 


In the most extreme case, the ship could depart for the northern continent 
with Zenjirou still on board. In such a case, the Carpa Kingdom would have 
no means to chase after the [Golden Leaves] . 


Of course Princess Freya wouldn’t consider doing something so reckless 
and pointlessly detrimental to all parties involved, but it’s best to be 
cautious. 


I guess it’s 10 people in total? 


As might be expected of soldiers from the port city of Valentia; none of 
them have any trouble moving around aboard. 


The one who likely has the shakiest foothold is Natalio. Well, he’s the only 
one who was born inland, so it’s a rather unfair comparison. To put it 
bluntly, his foothold is even shakier than Zenjirou’s. 


Meanwhile Princess Freya, who had boarded ahead of Zenjirou’s group, 
shows up on the deck. 


“Welcome, Your Majesty. As representative of the sailors of the l Golden 
Leaves] , I, Captain Freya, shall offer you some words of welcome. 


Though it will just be for a brief time today, please enjoy your outing on the 
ocean.” (Freya) 


Princess Freya in her stylish and charming captain’s uniform for men 
boasts, as she puffs out her chest. 


The stern men waiting behind her are probably the officers of the T Golden 
Leaves] . 


Having so many men that are taller than even Skathi lined up is rather 
intimidating. 


Zenjirou shifts his eyes back from the men in the back to Princess Freya 
and replies with a strained smile, 


“Yes, I’m looking forward to it. While it may be embarrassing, just standing 
on the deck like this is already exciting.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou’s words are entirely sincere. 


The big, wooden sailing ship is in active service, and has weathered a 
voyage of several months. Boarding a ship that he would never have been 
able to see in the modern era is quite emotional for him. 


If he wasn’t royalty, he might be frolicking like a child right now. 


Naturally, since automation doesn’t exist in this world, everything is done 
by relaying orders down the chain of command. 


“Your Highness, is it fine for us to be on the deck?” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou asks with a bouncy voice. Princess Freya considers it with a 
slightly serious look and then, 


“Let’s see...I think for now it’s okay, but can I have you grasp the railing 
over there, just for caution’s sake? If we were to make absolutely sure, you 
should probably sit in an affixed seat, but that would at least halve the 
thrill.” (Freya) 


“You’re definitely correct there.” (Zenjirou) 


As if charmed by Princess Freya’s impish smile, Zenjirou also breaks into a 
smile and agrees with her. 


At any rate, for today’s final check they will only be leaving the harbor for 
a very short time. The possibility of a problem occurring simply because 
he’s standing on his own two feet should be extremely low. 


Zenjirou obediently steps up to the railing Princess Freya pointed at, and 
firmly grabs the wooden handrail with both hands. 


If there’s a place he can hold onto like this, nothing serious will happen 
even if they encounter severe turbulence. 


Having established a firm grip, Zenjirou suddenly remembers and calls out 
to the middle-aged maid standing behind him. 


“Ines, you grab it as well. Untrained people like us staggering around will 
only cause trouble.” (Zenjirou) 


Looking back, he found that Ines had a much more stable standing posture 
than Natalio but nonetheless, as people with no military training or 
experience with ships, he and Ines are the most likely to have problems. 


A faint smile forms on Ines’ small mouth because of her master’s concern. 


“Thank you very much for your concern, Zenjirou-sama. Very well, I shall 
accept your kind offer and take hold next to you. Excuse me.” (Ines) 


She gracefully positions herself next to Zenjirou, and extends her hands to 
the railing. 


Behind her, Natalio looks on slightly enviously. Natalio is a reliable soldier 
and knight on land, but the situation seems to be entirely different onboard. 


As soon as she was sure that Zenjirou and Ines had grasped the railing, the 
captain of the Golden Leaves, - Freya orders at the top of her lungs, 


“ [Golden Leaves.) , depart! Raise the anchor!” (Freya) 


Around 30 minutes after that. 


The !Golden Leaves] with Zenjirou’s group aboard left Valentia’s 
harbor, allowing its big frame to freely glide across the sea. 


Just as Princess Freya herself had said before, her title of “Captain” was 
essentially just a title. 


The first order was the only one Princess Freya gave as captain. The 
detailed handling of the ship afterwards is carried out by a grim, middle- 
aged man who was introduced as vice-captain. 


Each time the vice-captain loudly gives an order, the sailors move across 
the ship to turn the rudder or adjust the angle of the sails. 


Today the wind and waves appear to be calm. Even outside the harbor there 
was unexpectedly little swaying, but whenever the ship drastically changed 
its direction, the entire hull tilted to the side. 


“The sailors are really amazing to work atop the masts even with all this 
shaking.” 


If we had to relate it to something in Zenjirou’s experience, the sensation is 
not unlike when a train needs to make a fairly big turn. 


It doesn’t really matter as long as Zenjirou holds onto the railing, but if he 
were to stand around without a support, it wouldn’t be odd even if he were 
to fall off. That’s how unstable the foothold is. 


In defiance of the tilting and swaying, the sailors run around on deck. 


It was obvious that Zenjirou’s admiration, evident in his words, was nothing 
but his true feelings. 


Princess Freya responds to that with a happy smile. 


“Yes. A sailor’s first task in training is !Standing. .” (Freya) 


Of course, that’s not what happens on a large ship like the ! Golden 
Leaves] . 


It’s something done on a small fishing vessel that has a maximum capacity 
of about ten people. 


Obviously, they wouldn’t be able to do any work if they couldn’t even stand 
without holding onto something. 


Tying ropes. Mopping the deck. Hauling in the net if they are fishermen. 
Shooting harpoons. All of these are things one cannot do unless both hands 
are free. 


Hence, it’s said the sailors of the Uppsala Kingdom are allowed to board 
their parents’ ships from a young age to rack up training. 


“I see. I hadn’t expected that being a sailor was a job specialized enough to 
require an apprenticeship. Given that, I’m pretty sure that even steering that 
rudder is a job that requires quite some skill, right?” (Zenjirou) 


The man that Zenjirou had expressed interest in had both hands on a large 
wooden wheel. 


Given that the man is turning the knobbed wheel in accordance to the vice- 
captain’s instructions, it’s very likely that it’s the rudder of the ! Golden 
Leaves] . 


However, seeing him point it out, Princess Freya widens her eyes in 
surprise for an instant. 


“_,.That’s correct. The one currently turning the rudder is the steering chief. 
In addition, there are three other men who possess the qualifications to take 
the helm, but when push comes to shove, the difference in skill is clear. 


When we want to arrive as soon as possible or run low on stored food after 
being washed away in an unexpected direction during a storm, we can only 
leave it to the steering chief.” (Freya) 


“Hoh, I suppose one should truly call that the work of an expert.” (Zenjirou) 


While Zenjirou is busy admiring, Princess Freya and Skathi exchange 
nervous glances. 


His nonchalant way of mentioning it is rather discouraging, but Zenjirou’s 
words just now were enough to make their vigilance rise, bringing up the 
value of the man called Zenjirou. 


This type of steering mechanism, where one turns a wheel, as on the 
l Golden Leaves is state-of-the-art technology that has only been 
introduced on ships with more than three masts, even on the northern 

continent. 


Using several cogs and the principle of leverage to connect the steering 
wheel and the rudder, it’s possible to turn a ship of any size with minimal 
effort. Even the steering becomes simple with a wheel. 


With the addition of scales, one can even tell whether the wheel needs to be 
turned to the left or right and by how much. 


On the other hand, more traditional small ships rely on pushing and pulling 
a long and heavy tiller directly connected to the rudder to change direction. 


A primitive rudder like that is so heavy in a rough swell that two or three 
adult men are needed to take charge of it. It’s difficult to make minute 
adjustments with it too. 


They borrowed the power of Carpa Kingdom’s shipbuilding craftsmen for 
the repairs, but they heard that not a single one of them knew about steering 
wheels or showed a keen interest in it. 


It goes without saying, but the craftsmen who had been lent for the repairs 
should have been the very best within the Carpa Kingdom. 


Why is Zenjirou able to understand technology unknown to even them so 
naturally? 


Of course it’s possible that craftsmen of the Carpa Kingdom obtained that 
information, and reported it to the capital, but Freya doesn’t believe that fits 
Zenjirou’s current behavior. 


Zenjirou seems to regard the wheel-shaped rudder as something “natural.” 


Producing distilled liquor, knowing about ring-shaped rudders; in Princess 
Freya’s eyes, Zenjirou is a man of many mysteries. 


Of course neither Zenjirou nor Aura hide the fact that Zenjirou has come 
from a different world, but to Princess Freya of the northern continent, 
which is advanced in technology but undeveloped in magic, the concept of 
a [Different World] is something she can’t quite grasp. 


However, it makes her realize once again that Zenjirou is a person with a 
different set of values and knowledge to the other people of the Carpa 
Kingdom. 


While this is going on, the final check of the !Golden LeavesJ is 
proceeding favorably. 


The sailors work briskly and skillfully move the ship according to the vice- 
captain’s orders. 


It appears the Golden Leaves plans to sail in a big circle outside the 
harbor and then return. 


Of course, this might be the plan, but a sailing ship needs to take the 
direction of the wind into account. As such, it advances in a zig-zag. 
Because the direction and strength of the wind varies, the course taken ends 
up being a rather crooked circle. 


Rather, Zenjirou, who’s riding the ship as it’s doing such maneuvers, can 
tell that the sailors of the Golden LeavesJ are indeed excellent just from 
the fact that they have managed to plot a course that is a recognizable circle. 


Eventually the bow of the Golden LeavesJ is turned in the direction of 
Valentia’s port. 


It looks like the final test has finished, and all that’s left now is to return to 
harbor. 


As the port of Valentia gradually gets bigger before his eyes, Zenjirou 
unconsciously lets out a breath in relief. 


It’s not that he doesn’t trust Princess Freya, but getting on the ship of a 
foreign country and leaving the harbor on it carries a certain kind of 


tension. 


In contrast to that, the relief of having safely returned wells up within him 
as the harbor draws closer. 


“Indeed, this might have a charm that Teleport. doesn’t possess.” 
(Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou whispers with his eyes turned towards Valentia’s port. 


Certainly, traveling through [Teleport is rather unromantic. Compared 
to that, traveling on a sailing ship has a certain level of class to it. 


To begin with, if people were asked to choose between a “tasteless, quick 
method of travel” or a “tasteful, slow method of travel,” most would likely 
pick the former. 


While Zenjirou is thinking about such things, the [Golden Leaves J 
returns to Valentia’s port. 


Being able to bring a large ship alongside the pier in one attempt should be 
fairly difficult, but these are the sailors who succeeded in traveling between 
continents. 


They managed to pull the ship’s big hull right up next to the stone pier 
without any noteworthy troubles. 


However, while it may be true that they have safely lowered the anchor, that 
doesn’t mean that it’s possible to disembark the ship right away. As long as 
the stair-like ramp hasn’t been set up, amateurs like Zenjirou definitely 
can’t get off. Besides that, the sailors still have plenty of work left to do, 
such as properly tying and fixing the sails, or coiling the leftover rope out of 
the way. 


While the sailors are busily scurrying around, Zenjirou waits with a hand 
still on the railing. 


Seeing that I can’t disembark at the moment, I will only become a 
hindrance if I do something. I have no other option but to wait patiently and 
try to stay out of the way. 


As though saying she’s finished her job now, Princess Freya speaks to 
Zenjirou with a bright smile. 


“And with that the final test run of the [Golden Leaves} has come to an 
end. 


Thank you very much, Your Majesty. All of this is the result of Carpa 
Kingdom’s kind help.” (Freya) 


Princess Freya bowed gracefully. However, it was by placing her right fist 
to her shoulder and lowering her head — a manly bow. 


It’s probably because she’s not a princess right now but the captain of a 
ship. 


Aware that it was slightly improper, Zenjirou turns to face Princess Freya 
but retains his hold on the railing behind him. 


“No, the pleasure is ours. Our country’s craftsmen had the privilege of 
gaining valuable experience.” (Zenjirou) 


Those words are sincere. Of course, Carpa Kingdom’s craftsmen likely 
won’t be able to build a large sailing ship based on just this one experience, 
but it should be quite a good foundation. 


Princess Freya’s happy smile deepens with Zenjirou’s reply. 


“Hearing that is a blessing for me. 


By the way, Your Majesty. Seeing as the repairs of the ! Golden Leaves J 
have been completed, we must return to our home country.” (Freya) 


That was a very reasonable statement, but Zenjirou received such a shock 
that it surprised even himself. 


“Eh? Y-Yeah. That’s right. How soon are you planning to return?” 
(Zenjirou) 


Leaving aside the troublesome matter of her becoming his concubine and so 
on, Zenjirou is well aware that he enjoys being with Princess Freya like 
this. 


At the very least, the time he has spent with her was enough to make him 
feel a touch of loneliness at the thought of her leaving. 


Seemingly oblivious to Zenjirou’s mood, the silver-haired princess answers 
with a beautiful smile. 


“Let’s see. Ideally I think I’d like to depart the month after the next. 
However, while it may be embarrassing, Carpa Kingdom’s_ ! Hottest 
Season] will be hard on us. Since it looks like next month will be even 
hotter than now, I can’t stop worrying that there will be some of my 
subordinates whose health will deteriorate. 


In that case, I believe the earliest departure will be during next year’s 
Winter — the month right in the middle of the !Second Half of the Vibrant 
Season] , or we may delay it even further to the month after.” (Freya) 


Zenjirou cocks his head to the side in curiosity at Princess Freya’s answer. 


“I can understand that the heat of the [Hottest Season will take a toll on 
those from the northern continent. But, is it going to take several months to 
recover from that?” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou’s doubt is reasonable. 


If you forcefully convert the month in the middle of the ! Hottest Season 
to the Japanese calendar, it would be August. On the other hand, the middle 
month and the following month of the | Second Half of the Vibrant 
Season would be February and March of the next year. 


There’s actually around half a year between those two. 


No matter how weak the Sweyar people of the Uppsala Kingdom might be 
to heat, do they really need half a year to recover from what would be at 
most heat fatigue? 


But, Princess Freya shakes her head at Zenjirous question, making her short 
silver hair sway, and says, 


“No, it’s not as worrisome as that. It’s likely the sailors’ conditions will 
improve within 10 days of the end of the l Hottest SeasonJ . 


The problem lies with the season at that time, and the number of days it 
takes to travel to our motherland. 


We took approximately 120 days to arrive in Valentia after leaving Uppsala. 
That includes us running into storms, and traveling an unknown route, so 
we should be able to shorten the journey time by quite a bit. Even so, taking 
safety into consideration, we should estimate it to be around 100 days. 


If we depart from here at the beginning of the Vibrant Season, we will be 
sailing through Uppsala’s ! Winter SeaJ , no matter what we do.” (Freya) 


“Ah, that’s bad, isn’t it?” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou easily agreed with Princess Freya’s answer. 


The start of the Vibrant Season is in 10 months. Adding a hundred days — a 
little bit more than 3 months, their arrival in the Uppsala Kingdom will be 
in January. 


Right at the height of the [Vibrant Season is the most comfortable time 
in the Carpa Kingdom, but at the same time the Uppsala Kingdom 
welcomes the [Winter] , their most difficult season. 


No matter how state-of-the-art the [Golden Leaves might be, in the end 
it’s just a wooden sailing ship. 


Working on deck is unavoidable on a voyage. Even below deck there are no 
heating devices like on the passenger ships of the modern era. Uppsala’s 
port seems to be ice-free because of the ocean currents, but the outside 
temperature is merciless. 


Sailing for an extended time through the northern continent’s northern seas 
during winter, where the temperature falls below minus 20° C and at times 
even reaches minus 30° C, is extremely dangerous. 


Even if you say that the Sweyar people are used to the winter sea, there are 
limits. 


There’s no need to deliberately face a mid-winter sea that is capable of 
giving you frostbite within five minutes of being drenched by a stray wave, 
and instantly killing you from shock if you happen to fall overboard. The 
heat during the Hottest Season in Valentia is harsh. The same can be said 
for the coldness of Uppsala’s Winter, which is equivalent to the second half 
of the Vibrant Season. And, if one assumes that the route between Valentia 
and Uppsala takes more than three months, it’s best to decide on a period 
where it’s possible to come and go without problem. 


That’s precisely the reason why Princess Freya needs to start the return 
preparations so as not to miss the opportunity, now that the ship has been 
repaired. 


Since it’s not like she can return any time she pleases, that’s only natural. 


“Then you’re saying that you will return to your country at the end of this 
year’s Hottest Season as long as there’s no problem with the sailors?” 
(Zenjirou) 


Upon Zenjirou’s query, the princess boldly nods once, and after taking a 
breath deep enough to move her shoulders, she asks with a nervous smile, 


“Yes. That’s the plan. But, at any rate I have to persuade my father and my 
elder brother at home, and then I want to !ReturnJ to this country. 


Your Majesty, would you please welcome me at that time?” (Freya) 


Upon Princess Freya’s question, Zenjirou’s expression tightens. Of course 
that question isn’t to be taken literally. 


Gaining the permission of her father and brother — the king and crown 
prince in her own country and returning to Carpa Kingdom can’t imply 
anything but her officially becoming Zenjirou’s concubine. 


Asking Zenjirou “Would you welcome me?”, she is almost explicitly asking 
him. 


For Zenjirou it’s a question that he is hard pressed to answer. 


If Zenjirou is going to refuse Princess Freya becoming his concubine, this 
might really be the very last opportunity to do so. 


If he gives a positive reply here, he won’t be able to back out anymore. 


(Be that as it may, after all there’s no way that I can crush the trade between 
continents out of selfishness.) (Zenjirou) 


This late in the game, there aren’t many options left to pick for Zenjirou. 
Zenjirou’s understanding, logical thinking and character would never allow 
him to refuse now. 


“Of course, Your Highness. I shall wait together with Her Majesty Aura for 
Your Highness’ swift return.” (Zenjirou) 


Those words, clearly stated with a smile, cannot be taken back any longer. 
They’re a declaration that he will accept Princess Freya as concubine. 


Intentionally adding “with Her Majesty Aura” to that is Zenjirou’s small 
personal resistance, his slight warning. 


A reminder that, “My legal wife is only Queen Aura. I will welcome you so 
long as my relationship with Queen Aura is harmonious.” 


Princess Freya has probably resolved herself to that. 


Of course, it’s impossible for her to stay calm when the partner she has 
confessed to tells her that “There’s a woman I prefer over you”, but 
Princess Freya isn’t such a thoughtless woman that she would allow even 
the slightest trace of that to show on her face in this place. 


“Yes! I will return to you, Your Majesty, without fail.” (Freya) 


A smile on her face and eyes moist, her expression is unmistakably one of a 
woman, despite her male captain’s uniform. 
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Chapter 5 — Aura Carpa 


Approximately one month after the advance unit led by General Puyol left 
the capital, 
two ! Small Flying Mail Dragons arrived at the royal palace. 


eo 


The sender: General Puyol. The contents: “We have safely arrived in the 
capital of the Twin Kingdom. There were no casualties. The preparations 
for the reception are complete. You may come at any time.” 


eo 


The first words of Queen Aura, the one who received the letter in a private 
room in the royal palace, are not about the letter’s content, but rather the 
dragons that carried the letter. 


“Two copies, eh? Even though I explicitly instructed him to be cautious and 
send 10 flying dragons simultaneously...” (Aura) 


“There’s quite the distance between the Twin Kingdom’s capital and this 
place after all. A few more dragons might come in a few days, but it might 
be wise to expect more than half not to return.” (Fabio) 


The queen, dressed in a maternity dress, raises her eyebrows at the secretary 
with his usual, emotionless expression, and responds with “I know that.” 


As she leans back on the chair to reduce the pressure on her belly which — 
now that she entered the stable period of her pregnancy — is unmistakable, 
the queen stares intensely at the ceiling. 


“I knew it would happen, but it’s still concerning. The small dragons 
entrusted to Puyol were carefully selected specimens.” (Aura) 


The small messenger dragons are raised in large numbers in the royal 
palace, but obviously there are differences between their individual 
abilities. 

In contrast to normal flights within the country, the dragons that can make 
the journey from the Twin Kingdom in the center to the Carpa Kingdom in 
the midwest are only the youngest and best specimens. 

Even for those elite dragons it’s very dangerous to cross approximately half 
of the southern continent. The longer the flight, the higher the possibility of 
them being preyed upon by larger flying dragons and similar along the way. 
The possibility of their homing instincts failing and getting lost increases as 
well. 

As such, it appears that the fact that they would have to keep losing elite 
messengers on this long distance flight was inevitable. 

Unfortunately, a method to resolve this problem fundamentally hasn’t been 
developed yet. Right now there’s no other option but to have the trainers of 
the dragons do their best. 

Anyway, the queen is not in a position where she could spare a lot of time 
and energy in the problem of the flying dragons. 

Breaking that train of thought, the queen refocuses on the details written in 
the letter. 


“Tt seems the guard unit has safely arrived over there, huh? I suppose all 
that’s left is for me to send over the entourage and then my husband.” 
(Aura) 


Staring at the ceiling, Aura thinks about the personnel she should send to 
the Twin Kingdom. 

Natalio and Ines are going, of course. Besides those two, I think it will also 
be necessary to send a few of the young maids from the inner palace so that 
Zenjirou can relax while he’s there. 

The guard unit that headed to the Twin Kingdom by land mostly consists of 


male soldiers, as its name implies. 

It wouldnt have been possible to take maids along on such a long journey 
during the Hottest Season as they would have become a burden because of 
their stamina. 

On the other hand, several of Prince Francesco and Princess Bona’s maids 
were among the personnel of the Twin Kingdom that returned to their 
country together with the soldiers, but since the letter says that there had 
been no drop-outs, I guess they also reached the Twin Kingdom safely. 
Queen Aura exclaims in admiration. 


“Truly, the presence or absence of magic tools plays a big role after all. I 
suppose, the rest is getting accustomed to using them.” (Aura) 


The Pope Jilbell family, one of the two royal families reigning over the 
Twin Kingdom of Sharrow and Jilbell, has many members visiting foreign 
countries to perform Healing Magic. . 

Because they accompany the members of the Jibell family, there are many 
maids accustomed to traveling in the Twin Kingdom. 

The Sharrow family, users of !Bestowal MagicJ , are aware of the Jibell 
family’s situation and devote themselves to developing "Magic Tools J to 
make the journeys smoother. 

As a result, the Twin Kingdom is much better equipped for long journeys 
than other countries. 

To Aura, who encountered the terrible conditions of the camps in the 
previous great war, that’s honestly very enviable. 


“Anyway, with this the preparations are in order. When are you going to 
start sending maids over with Teleport! ?” (Fabio) 


The queen considers Fabio’s question. 


“Let’s see. First comes a message to His Highness Francesco and Her 
Highness Bona. It’s probably a bit much, but my husband’s safety takes top 
priority. If possible, I’d like to get confirmation from His Highness 
Francesco’s side as well.” (Aura) 


There’s a magic tool called !Parchments of Shared Fire in the Twin 
Kingdom. 


It capitalizes on the special characteristic of dragon skin paper: two sheets 
of dragon skin paper burn in exactly the same way. It’s reliant on having an 
iron pen to burn letters into the paper, it’s possible to transmit messages 
regardless of the distance. 


“T think that should be fine. If you consider the Twin Kingdom’s 
relationship with us, the possibility that their side will get any foolish ideas 
is fairly low, but there’s an exception for everything.” (Fabio) 


The secretary agreed monotonously. 


eo 


That afternoon. Queen Aura received the two royals of the Twin Kingdom, 
Prince Francesco and Princess Bona, in a parlor in the palace. 

Sending a message in the morning and having a meeting that very afternoon 
is very fast — almost unbecoming for royalty — but this is the norm in Prince 
Francesco’s case. There’s no merit in being surprised at this point in time. 
As usual, the queen, princess and prince sit on sofas facing each other. 
What’s different from usual is that the heavily pregnant Aura borrows the 
hand of a maid to sit down and that there are more guards than usual, 
protecting the queen more closely than usual. 

Queen Aura, stretching out a bit to accommodate her girth, first starts with 
greetings and a report about a different matter. 


“Let me express my thanks for your swift response to my sudden summons. 
Ah, speaking of thanks, there was the matter of the magic tool, wasn’t there 
Your Highness Bona? 

It was decided that we would install the ! Decorative Candlestand we 
received from you in the courtyard. 

We will be holding a dinner party for the unveiling so please allow me to 
invite you two to the occasion. Of course you will be the guest of honor, 
Your Highness Bona.” (Aura) 


She has been invited as the sole guest of honor at a party in the foreign 
country that is the Carpa Kingdom. 

For Princess Bona, who had been born a low-ranking noble before 
becoming part of the Sharrow family, that was quite the responsibility. 


“Thank you very much, Your Majesty. I shall be looking forward to it.” 
(Bona) 


Subduing the nervousness in her heart, she answers with a forced smile. 
But then again, although her smile is fake because of the pressure and her 
own nervousness, her words are sincere. 

The ! Decorative CandlestandJ she gave the Carpa family as a gift this 
time was a masterpiece that required all the effort of even Princess Bona. 
Of course, she’s afraid of the criticism, but even more than that, she feels 
the desire to hear the true impressions of the public. 

Watching Princess Bona’s smile become more real as she pictured this, 
Queen Aura’s eyes crinkle as she smiles back. 


“Yes, we will do our utmost not to betray your expectations, Your Highness. 
By the way, Your Highness Francesco.” (Aura) 


She changes the target of the conversation from the princess to the prince. 
“Yes, what might it be, Your Majesty?” (Francesco) 


Even with this abrupt topic change, the blond prince answers with a 
carefree smile. 


“We received a message from the unit that left last month that they had 
arrived in the Twin Kingdom’s capital. Have you received one yet?” 


The prince meets the queen’s piercing stare, and honestly responds, 


“Yes, I have. It looks like everyone arrived safely. Here’s the !Duplicate J 
of that.” (Francesco) 


Prince Francesco retrieves a sheet of dragon skin from his pocket, unfolding 
it and placing it on the table. 


As might be expected, he wasn’t so careless as to bring the actual 

l Parchments of Shared Fire] , a precious and somewhat dangerous magic 
tool. 
If the party holding the other sheet of the pair makes a mistake and burns it, 
it’s counterpart will burn too. 
Given the worst case scenario, it’s usually stored in a non-flammable box 
made of metal and stone. 


“Hmm, let me have a look. Please check this as well for comparison.” 
(Aura) 


Queen Aura placed the dragon skin brought back by the messenger dragon 
on the table. 


“...” (Aura) 
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... (Francesco) 
“...” (Bona) 


Three royals of two major powers compare the contents of the two short 
letters. 

There isn’t that much to compare, but the date and time of the arrival match. 
With this, the information that the guard unit led by General Puyol has 
arrived safely and that the other side has finished its preparations to receive 
us is probably trustworthy. 


“T see. It appears our country’s knights are being taken care of by your 
country. Thank you.” (Aura) 


“No, not at all. Thank you as well. Those of our soldiers who left with 
yours managed to safely return home because of your assistance. 

By the way, the preparations being in order means that His Majesty 
Zenjirou will soon head to the Twin Kingdom as well, I suppose?” 
(Francesco) 


The queen confirms Prince Francesco’s inquiry. 


“Indeed. We have some preparations to make on our side so it won’t be 
today or tomorrow, but he will likely transfer over within ten days at the 
latest.” (Aura) 


Hearing the queen’s words, the prince leans forward and exclaims in 
delight, 


“Ooh, that is good news. As promised we would like to return to our 
country temporarily in the event that everything is settled on your end. Is 
that still alright?” (Francesco) 


“Eh!?” (Bona) 


Next to him Princess Bona raises her voice in surprise at that. 
Aura, guessing that Prince Francesco didn’t tell Princess Bona about this, 
turns to face the princess and grins at her. 


“Once my husband arrives in the Twin Kingdom, there will be Teleport 
users in both countries. In that case it becomes possible to make a day trip 
between the Carpa Kingdom and the Twin Kingdom, though it is limited to 
one person per day. 

At the end of this ! Hottest Season , it will have been a year since Your 
Highnesses have come to our country. It’s not just the soldiers who are 
feeling a touch of homesickness, right? 

If it’s just the two of you, I can send you there and my husband can send 
you back with l Teleport . How about returning home during my 
husband’s stay in the Twin Kingdom?” (Aura) 


“T-That certainly makes sense...” (Bona) 


Princess Bona barely manages to respond, her face still caught in surprise. 
Having experienced much hardship on the way to the Carpa Kingdom 
despite how well-travelled the Twin Kingdom’s guards are, Princess Bona 
can’t seem to fully accept Aura’s words, even though she understands what 
they mean logically. 


“Yeah, that’s how it is. I will gladly accept the offer and plan to return home 
for a short while, but what about you, Bona?” (Francesco) 


The princess, who acts as Prince Francesco’s chaperone, glares hatefully at 
the problem child who smiled back indifferently. 


“Your Highness, please tell me such things in advance. It puts me on a spot 
having to react to such talk so suddenly.” (Bona) 


“Eh? So, you won’t go home then, Bona?” (Francesco) 


“No, I will. I will go home, but that’s exactly why you must contact me in 
advance. After all there are some things I have to prepare, too.” (Bona) 


Aura mediates the two-person comedy act, which had already become 
famous even in the Carpa Kingdom, with a soft chuckle. 


“Certainly, His Highness Francesco has been rather careless, but this is also 
my mistake. Even though both of you are concerned, I only talked about it 
with His Highness Francesco. I forgot to personally explain it to you, Your 
Highness Bona. 

That was impolite of me. Pardon me, Your Highness.” (Aura) 


Seeing the queen of another country apologizing even though it’s something 
trivial at best, Princess Bona vigorously shakes her head, to the point of 
stirring up the silver dust in her chestnut hair. 


“N-N-No, please. We showed you something unsightly due to our lack of 
communication!” (Bona) 


Princess Bona returned the apology. 


“Ts it fine to assume then that you will eventually be returning home for a 
while, Your Highness Bona?” (Aura) 


“Yes! Pll be in your care, then. Ah, could you tell us what will be needed 
for remuneration?” (Bona) 


There is no such thing as getting the royalty of another country to use their 
l Bloodline Magic.) for free. If there was, that could only be a sign of 

more troublesome demands in the future. 

Even Princess Bona, who hasn’t been a royal for very long, is aware of such 


common knowledge. 
However, even that concern was for naught. 


“Ah, as for that, we have come to the agreement that I will pay for it all at 
once. The price is my magic tool.” (Francesco) 


In contrast to Prince Francesco’s bright smile, Princess Bona’s lips tremble 
furiously with those words. 

If Teleport is the Carpa family’s trump card, the same can be said about the 
creation of magic tools for the Sharrow family. 


“Your Highness! Why do you have to be so careless!?” (Bona) 


Forgetting the fact that she’s in front of the queen of another country, 
Princess Bona shrilly admonishes Prince Francesco, for making such a 
thoughtless agreement behind his chaperone’s back. 


OHO MO HOSM 


Several days later. 

Zenjirou, who had changed into his third uniform, stands nervously in a 
room of the palace. 

Next to him, fully armed, stands Natalio who Zenjirou had become very 
familiar with recently. His expression isn’t visible through the leather 
helmet on his head, but there are clear signs that he is nervous as well. 
Standing opposite of Zenjirou is his beloved wife, Queen Aura. 

She is wearing a red maternity dress to accommodate her large belly. 
However, her serious expression is not much different from Zenjirou’s. 
The queen calmly says to her husband, 


“This is the final confirmation. Do you have everything with you?” (Aura) 


“T-It’s alright.” (Zenjirou) 


Despite his words, his tone and expression don’t seem to be alright in the 
slightest. 

But, that’s probably understandable. Zenjirou is about to depart for the Twin 
Kingdom of Sharrow and Jilbell with Aura’s ‘Teleport . 

No matter how many logical arguments about why it should be fine, like 
“The travel is instantaneous,” “Since Zenjirou has mastered Teleport , 
it’s easy for him to return,” or “Since he’s is a guest of the highest honor on 
the other side, nothing bad will be done to him,” it’s not so simple to erase 
the fear of traveling to an unknown land. 

In the worst case scenario, if the Twin Kingdom was ready with fully-armed 
soldiers at his destination, Zenjirou wouldn’t have any means of resistance. 
They have decided to send Natalio over before Zenjirou as a precaution, but 
if the Twin Kingdom really harbors evil intentions, a single knight is of no 
use whatsoever. 

In the end there’s no other option but to believe in the good will of the 
partner country. 

The queen confirms with Zenjirou, who is steeling his resolve, one last 
time. 


“After this I will send you over to the Twin Kingdom of Sharrow and 
Jilbell. As I have already sent the maids, including Ines, over a few days 
ago, I think the preparations to receive you on the other side will be 
flawless, but it’s also true that I don’t know what might await you there. 
Please understand that there might be some inconveniences.” (Aura) 


“Yes! I will bear it in mind.” (Zenjirou) 


As this is the royal palace, and since Natalio is next to him as well, Aura 
and Zenjirou’s conversation is basically that of the queen and her prince 
consort. 


“Also, always keep in mind the objective of your visit in the Twin 
Kingdom. It’s only natural, but the other side will prioritize their objectives 
rather than ours.” (Aura) 


“Yes.” (Zenjirou) 


The reason for Zenjirou to go to the Twin Kingdom is for the sake of 
forming friendly relations with the Jilbell family and lay the groundwork to 
call a healing practitioner when Aura’s second child is to be born. 
However, as its name suggests, the Twin Kingdom is a country where two 
royal families reign side by side. Between those two, the family which has a 
very keen interest in Zenjirou isn’t the Jilbell family, unfortunately, but the 
other one — the Sharrow family. 

Zenjirou’s distant ancestors were a prince of the Carpa family and a 
princess of the Sharrow family, who managed to elope to Earth. 

On the southern continent, where royalty is decided by the existence of 
bloodline magic or the lack thereof, a descendant of two royal families like 
Zenjirou is extremely rare. 

While Queen Aura cannot ignore the rarity called Zenjirou, the Sharrow 
family likely won’t leave Zenjirou alone either. 

For the time being they have a secret agreement, but if Zenjirou goes to his 
home over there, namely the Twin Kingdom, Aura is certain that they will 
try to win him over at full force. 

The queen continues with a grave expression, 


“The Sharrow family and the Jilbell family are by no means a monolith, but 
they have stood side by side for several hundred years. 

You should expect there to have been some kind of deal established 
between the two. 

That means, even if you start working on friendly relations with the Jilbell 
family, there’s a possibility that the Jilbell family won’t pay attention to you 
unless you first finish your business with the Sharrow family.” (Aura) 


“Yes.” (Zenjirou) 


Aura had explained these circumstances to him many times in the inner 
palace, but hearing them now makes Zenjirou rather gloomy. 

But, if you think about it, they’re very reasonable arguments. 

The ones Zenjirou has business with is the Jilbell family, and the ones who 
have business with Zenjirou is the Sharrow family. 

In that case it’s only natural to assume that the Sharrow family has already 
approached the Jilbell family about this in advance. 

Of course, it’s also possible that no such deal has been made for political 


reasons, but assuming something so convenient would be incredibly foolish. 
Forcefully suppressing his trembling, Zenjirou speaks, 


“T understand. I will definitely bring back good news, Your Majesty.” 
(Zenjirou) 


“...Pm looking forward to it.” (Aura) 


The queen replies to her husband with a forced smile. 
Now that it has come to this, there’s no reason to drag it out any longer with 
empty words. 


“Well then, I will cast [Teleport] toward the Twin Kingdom of Sharrow 
and Jilbell now. 
First, Knight Natalio, it’s your turn.” (Aura) 


“Yes, Your Majesty!” (Natalio) 


Upon the queen’s call, the young knight, who had watched the entire 
exchange in silence until now, stands at attention and salutes loudly. 


“I think that the danger is negligible, but nonetheless, you are his sole 
sword, and shield. I shall rely on you.” (Aura) 


“Yes! I shall defend him to the death!” (Natalio) 
The queen nods in satisfaction with the overly serious reply. 


“How very promising. Knight Natalio, the Twin Kingdom is probably the 
first foreign country you will visit. I have sent over Kate already. 

Since maids and knights will likely have some free time, no one will blame 
you for having a chat among siblings for the first time in a while. It might 
be a foreign country, but it’s fine for you to meet and talk about each other’s 
current circumstances.” (Aura) 


The young knight’s expression softened a bit upon hearing the queen’s 
words. 


“Thank you very much for especially taking us into consideration.” 
(Natalio) 


Some of the inner palace’s maids, like Ines, have already been sent through 
I Teleport . Kate Maldonado, Natalio Maldonaldo’s younger sister, was 

also among them. 

Once a person has entered the inner palace, it is extremely difficult to 

contact them. 

The young knight was deeply appreciative of the queen’s consideration. 

The Maldonado family is a weak Knight family that can barely stand up to 

a stiff breeze, but that Maldonado family is currently gathering quite a bit of 

attention in the Carpa Kingdom. 

Well, that might be understandable. 

Natalio is currently the only personal knight of Prince Consort Zenjirou, 

and his younger sister Kate is one of the few inner palace maids. 

Looking from outside, it looks like the Maldonado family is the one closest 

to Prince Consort Zenjirou. 

For that reason, proposals declaring “Please allow Miss Kate to become the 

bride of this family by all means,” are more numerous than the stars in the 

sky. 

If the daughter of a knight family with no court rank is able to marry a 

Baron, it’s a considerable achievement. If she manages to marry a Viscount, 

it will be such an advantageous match that minstrels will sing about it for 

years to come, but it seems that not only Earl families, but even Marquis 

families have delivered marriage offers to the Maldonado family. 

If possible, Natalio wanted to talk to his sister about the nerve wracking 

situation their parents are in. 


“I see. I don’t think it’s necessary to emphasize it, but make sure to only 
talk to your sister during your free time.” (Aura) 


“Yes, of course. I shall keep it in mind.” (Natalio) 


The queen nods once more at Natalio, who fixes his expression and adjusts 
the short spear in his right hand, and then slowly points her right palm at 
him. 


“Then, off you go. !Send my chosen target to the place I envision. As 
compensation, I will... J] ” (Aura) 


Once Aura finishes chanting the Teleport. spell, Natalio vanishes. 
The only ones left in the room are Queen Aura and Prince Consort 
Zenjirou. 
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... (Zenjirou) 
“...” (Aura) 


The married couple silently stares at each other before switching from 
l Queen and Prince Consort.) to ‘Husband and WifeJ almost 
simultaneously. 


“Zenjirou, I have to send you over soon, we don’t have much time, but...” 
(Aura) 


“Yeah, just a quick one.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou, guessing her intentions, approaches his pregnant wife and wraps 
his arms around her more gently than usual. 


“Mnh...” (Zenjirou) 
“Mm...nnh...” (Aura) 


And then they very naturally exchange kisses. 

They had already kissed each other in the inner palace before coming to the 
royal palace, but as expected, at the last moment this is indispensable. 
After all, the situation this time is different. Zenjirou is genuinely traveling 
aboard. 

Having said that, with Zenjirou having grasped [Teleport , traveling 
abroad has, in a certain sense, become a shorter trip than all his travels 
within the country thus far. 


“We probably won’t have any time until it settles down over there and I 
have sent over Prince Francesco and Princess Bona, but after that, please 
come back regularly and keep me up to date.” (Aura) 


“Yeah, I know. I plan to come back every ten days.” (Zenjirou) 


The husband replies to his wife with a smile, arm still around her. Normally, 
if he embraces her from the front, her voluptuous breasts press against his 
chest first, but now her belly, which is currently even bigger than her 
breasts, touches his first. 

Zenjirou, restraining himself to a light hug in consideration of the child in 
her belly, gently removes his arms from his wife’s back, and softly places 
his right palm on her swollen belly. 


“Is it already moving around?” (Zenjirou) 


“Tt seems like it but also doesn’t. This child seems to move less than Carlos 
did back then. I have almost no morning sickness either. It appears to be a 
docile child.” (Aura) 


“T wonder, is it maybe a girl? Well, we should come up with a name for 
both, though.” (Zenjirou) 


The husband, on the topic of the child in his wife’s belly, recalls his other 
child in the inner palace. 


“Ah, is Zenkichi doing fine? I really want to meet him once more before 
leaving.” (Zenjirou) 


“As expected, heading to the inner palace right now is impossible. In the 
first place, are you saying that you still haven’t had enough even though 
you were with Carlos for so long last night?” (Aura) 


Due to the exasperated words of his wife, Zenjirou’s eyes wander, as if in 
search of an excuse. 


“Tt’s insufficient, or rather I want to meet him again if I have a bit of time, 
or... Well, since it can’t be helped, I will endure.” (Zenjirou) 


“Please do. 
By the way, Zenjirou. Even if I do say so myself, don’t try to do the 
impossible, really. 


The Sharrow family will probably try to win you over with all means 
possible. Make sure to never be alone, okay? Don’t meet with people from 
the Sharrow family unless you are with either Ines or Natalio, and if 
possible with both of them together. 

In the worst case I won’t mind even if we can’t call upon a healing 
practitioner of the Jilbell family. When push comes to shove, leave 
everyone behind and escape with !Teleport . 

Understand, there’s not a single thing that should be prioritized over your 
safety.” (Aura) 


“Yeah, thanks.” (Zenjirou) 


A smile naturally breaks out from Zenjirou since his wife is worrying about 
him from the bottom of her heart. 

In reality it’s not likely that Zenjirou can escape with [Teleport at his 
skill level when “push comes to shove.” At present Zenjirou’s invocation 
rate of [Teleport only barely reaches 70% if his mind and body are at 
their best state. 

His invocation rate when “push comes to show” is infinitely close to zero. 
The reason why Aura still deliberately said, “Escape by yourself if push 
comes to shove,” likely means that she won’ allow me to go back to the 
Twin Kingdom if she feels something’s off when I come back to check in 
with her. 

Zenjirou took a deep breath, telling his loving wife, 


“Aura, you said that there’s nothing that should be prioritized over my 
safety, but to me going to the Twin Kingdom and making preparations to 
call a healing practitioner for your delivery is as important as my own 
safety. 

That’s why I do plan on getting involved to some extent.” (Zenjirou) 


“Zenjirou...” (Aura) 


The wife seems troubled due to her husband’s words, but she reveals a 
complicated smile, apparently unable to hide her joy. 


“It’s true that it will be very reassuring ifa [Healing Practitioner of the 
Jilbell family will be present, but realistically, it’s not crucial, you know? 


I do have good physical strength for a woman, and Doctor Michelle is an 
excellent physician, worthy of entrusting my life to.” (Aura) 


Of course, it’s not like Aura is going to tell Zenjirou not to go this late in 
the game. 

However, she’s worried about Zenjirou having the mindset that “We must 
call a healing practitioner by any means.” 

If he goes in with the notion that “I will make these negotiations succeed at 
all costs” he might be thoroughly taken advantage of in negotiations. 
Especially since this time’s negotiations are so clearly tied to his emotions, 
even more than the actual goal. 

Aura felt the need to warn him in advance, “There’s no absolute necessity 
for these negotiations to succeed at all costs.” 


“Yeah, I understand. I will pay attention to myself. After all, if I get my 
priorities backwards, P’ ll make you worry, Aura. I will make sure to avoid 
doing anything unreasonable, as much as possible. But, as expected, I 
cannot do nothing in this situation. 

If you really think it’s a bad idea, I will obediently follow your orders, so 
can’t you allow me to try my best until then, Aura?” (Zenjirou) 


“_,.Understood. I leave it to you.” (Aura) 
The wife laughs slightly and accepts her husband’s good intentions. 


“Come to think of it, Zenjirou, It’s rather boorish to say something like this 
now, but it seems as if you gave Princess Freya a positive answer, didn’t 
you?” (Aura) 


Due to his wife suddenly bringing up the name of another woman, Zenjirou 
quickly averts his eyes. 


“Ah, yeah. That’s true. I did.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou was originally the one against taking Princess Freya as concubine, 
and Aura the one who advanced the talks while persuading him. 

Thus there’s absolutely no reason for Zenjirou to be so shifty, but as he’s 
still stuck in his mindset as a modern Japanese man, he can’t help feeling 


guilty about it. 
As a royal, Aura can’t sympathize with her husband’s sentiments at all, but 
she can guess what his feelings are from their talks up till now. 


“Thanks, Zenjirou. I really have put a burden on you. 

I don’t know just how much I have burdened you, but please allow me to at 
least say this. 

I love you. My feeling won’t waver in the least, no matter what kind of 
relationship you might have with Princess Freya and other women.” (Aura) 


It’s true in a sense, but also not. 

For Aura, who is a royal in this world, it’s very natural and practically 
common sense for a man to have several wives, but while it may be true, 
that doesn’t mean that she won’t harbor feelings of jealousy if her husband 
whispers words of love to a woman besides her. 

Realistically, families where the legal wife and concubines live together 
peacefully are the minority. 

But, since she is arranging women for her husband, who hates it, for the 
sake of the country, even if they exist she will never show those feelings in 
front of her husband. There’s no way she can. 

Zenjirou flashes a troubled smile at his wife as she laughs to conceal those 
complicated feelings of hers. 


“Yeah, thanks. Having you tell me so does make me feel slightly relieved. 
I also intend to do my best to get on smoothly with Her Highness Freya, 
since I accepted her. Actually I have no doubt that Her Highness Freya is a 
good child.” (Zenjirou) 


“...I see.” (Aura) 


Aura immediately feels a stabbing pain in her chest due to her husband 
praising Princess Freya. 


“Honestly, I feel like I need to put some effort into getting along with 
Princess Freya. With you, I’m happy just being together. ” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou probably had no particular intention to denounce Princess Freya. 
But those words clearly place Aura above Princess Freya in regards to 


Zenjirou’s love. 
“T...see.” (Aura) 


A slightly ugly feeling of having won wells up from deep inside Aura’s 
chest. 


“Fufu, I see. That’s right. On that occasion, Princess Freya and I will pay 
attention so that we can spend some quality time in the inner palace.” 
(Aura) 


“Yeah, let’s do that.” (Zenjirou) 


Aura’s expression was much more confident now that she was assured that 
she was her husband’s number one. 
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The couple’s reluctance to part hangs in the air, so the conversation doesn’t 
readily come to an end. 

However, Natalio has been sent to the Twin Kingdom already. 

Natalio should have informed the other side that “I think Zenjirou-sama is 
coming right after me.” 

They don’t know what’s lying in wait on the other side, but they cannot 
afford to waste too much time. 

Checking the watch on his left hand, Zenjirou lets out a regretful sigh. 


“Ah, as expected, it’s already time, isn’t it?” (Zenjirou) 


“Yeah, it’s inevitable. Then, Zenjirou, this is really the final, final time. 
Have you resolved yourself?” (Aura) 


“Yeah.” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou decisively replies. 

After such a long time, he can’t afford to be nervous. 

I’m going to a foreign country as the ambassador of this country, and will 
be included in negotiations. Zenjirou wanted to allay his fears with this 
thought, but instead vividly recalls the scene of Aura’s last delivery. 
When his beloved was trying to give birth to a new life by literally risking 
her own, he was just flustered, unable to do anything. 

I can put up with any hardship if I never have to feel like that again. 

That was definitely not a bluff or self-suggestion, but an absolute truth. 


“Please, Aura.” (Zenjirou) 


“Understood. Here I go. ! Send my chosen target to the place I envision. 
As compensation, I will offer to the space-time spirit... ” (Aura) 


Chapter 6 — Lucretia Broglie 


When he slowly opened his eyes after listening to his beloved wife chant 
the [Teleport spell, he found himself already in another room. 

Unlike the room in Carpa Kingdom’s royal palace, where Aura and 
Zenjirou had been alone, this room is much larger with many people lined 
up at attention. 

For an instant, the many armed knights made Zenjirou fear the worst, but 
his worries were quickly allayed. 

That’s because the slightly annoying but ultimately reassuringly large build 
of Carpa Kingdom’s prided great general, Puyol Guillén, enters his sight 
right away. 


“Zenjirou-sama, allow me to express my heartfelt congratulations for your 
safe arrival.” (Puyol) 


Despite having to watch General Puyol bow in a refined manner unsuited to 
his large build, Zenjirou manages to keep up a royal expression, raising his 
right hand slightly, and answering with, 


“It’s a great honor to be greeted by you personally, General. Pll be in your 
care.” (Zenjirou) 


“Yes, Your Majesty.” (Puyol) 


After this exchange, Zenjirou finally had the time to check his surroundings 
a bit. Now that he’s calmed down, he finds other familiar faces among those 
welcoming him. 

His personal Knight Natalio who had been sent here ahead of him. Several 
of the inner palace’s maids like Ines. Furthermore, he remembers some of 
the faces of the soldiers around Natalio. 

They are Natalio’s subordinates and had been assigned as Zenjirou’s guards 


when he went to the March of Guzzle. 
Since Queen Aura should have only sent Ines and Natalio here with 
Teleport. , they must have taken the land route over the last few weeks 
with the other soldiers. 
(I guess I need to reward them somehow, later.) (Zenjirou) 
The fact of Zenjirou considering something like this so naturally might be 
proof that he has become a lot more used to his position as [Royalty J 
than he thought. 
(At any rate, somehow it feels quite obvious at a glance that this is a 
l Foreign Country . Carpa Kingdom has an atmosphere similar to that of 
India and other southern countries, but this place feels like the Middle East, 
I think? 
The air is very dry, too. Come to think of it, half of the Twin Kingdom’s 
territory was a desert, wasn t it?) (Zenjirou) 
Looking around like a country bumpkin isn’t befitting of a royal like 
Zenjirou, but he still finds it difficult to subdue his curiosity. 
The carpets and furniture being different is only natural, but even the 
structure of the room itself is different. As an amateur Zenjirou can’t quite 
put it into words, but he grasps that it’s distinctly “different”. 
This is clearly a foreign country with a foreign cultural sphere. 
Having judged that Zenjirou has become more comfortable, people with fair 
hair and white skin begin to approach him. 
It goes without saying that they are nobles of the Twin Kingdom of Sharrow 
and Jillbell. 
The schedule has likely already been decided to some extent. 
The Carpa Kingdom’s soldiers led by General Puyol also make space for 
them so that they are able to pass through unimpeded. 
Before long they arrive in front of Zenjirou. The one leading the group is a 
petite girl, and Zenjirou cannot decide whether that is unexpected or not. 
If Zenjirou’s judgment is correct, she seems to be around the same age as 
Nilda of the Guzzle family. 
To put it mildly, she’s probably barely reached the age of fifteen. 
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The girl, who has a straight blond hair that is tied on one side of her head — 
commonly referred to as a side tail — lifts her skirt a little as she stands 
before Zenjirou, and says as a prelude, 


“Please allow me to welcome you to the Twin Kingdom of Sharrow and 
Jillbell, Your Majesty Zenjirou. All of the kingdom’s people rejoice over 
Your Majesty’s visit from the bottom of their hearts. 

I, Lucretia of the Marquis Broglie family, have the honor of extending their 
greetings as representative.” 


The girl respectfully curtsied after saying so. Her neat side tail sways 
briskly. 

Hearing this, the dressed-up men and women around her bow their heads, 
too. 

(Marquis Broglie family? She’s not royalty?) (Zenjirou) 

Zenjirou had been expecting the Sharrow family to send an [Assassin J 
forth to act as a honey trap. Feeling slightly let-down, he responds to the 
girl — Lucretia. 


“T am Zenjirou, spouse of Carpa Kingdom’s queen, Her Majesty Aura the 
First. I am happy to have the opportunity to visit a nation that has had 
friendly relations with us for so long. Please take care of me during my stay 
here.” (Zenjirou) 


“Yes! It may not be entirely to your satisfaction, but we shall strive to make 
you feel welcome to the very best of our abilities, Your Majesty.” (Lucretia) 


The girl says with a smile, though she’s unable to hide her nervousness. 


“Speaking of, I’m sorry to inconvenience you with the walk, but please 
allow me the privilege of guiding you to your quarters, Your Majesty. Is that 
alright with you?” (Lucretia) 


Upon Lucretia’s words, Zenjirou remembers the explanation he had 
received from Aura in advance. 

She said that basically all the countries that have friendly relationships with 
the Carpa Kingdom have prepared a special building for the sake of 
receiving guests through !Teleport! . This is probably that building. 


And it seems to have been decided that only this building can be the 

l Teleport] destination for the Carpa Kingdom’s royalty. 
It might be a little extreme, but if the Carpa family didn’t abide by that 
agreement, they would be suspected to have taken part each time something 
disappeared from the royal palace or someone were to be assassinated. 
It’s a well-known fact that the invocation of magic requires ! Correct 
Intonation , the [Correct Amount of ManaJ and lastly a !Correct 
Perception] . 
Hence, if both sides officially agree on the condition that “You must not use 
that spell for any other place than here”, the awareness of “breaking that 
agreement” will apparently lower the invocation rate because it will be 
impeded by the l Correct Perception] . 
Of course, since that only amounts to increasing the mental pressure, it’s 
nothing that can hinder a caster at Aura’s skill level if they were 
determined, but for the inexperienced Zenjirou it might become quite an 
obstacle. 


“Yeah, I don’t mind. Please go ahead.” (Zenjirou) 
“Yes, this way, please.” (Lucretia) 


All present leave the room, led by the blonde side tail. 
(Ah, damn it! I forgot the digicam picture.) (Zenjirou) 
Zenjirou suddenly remembered that he didn’t take a picture for 

l Teleport , but taking out the camera at this point would be too 
conspicuous. 
For the time being I have no choice but to give up on it. There should be 
another opportunity. 
Zenjirou is surrounded by the soldiers and knights of the Carpa Kingdom, 
not to mention General Puyol. 
Of course the ones protecting him the closest are Natalio and the soldiers 
under his direct command. 
The maids led by Ines follow from behind as well. 
As he walks, Zenjirou looks at Lucretia’s back, but he can’t shake the 
feeling of something being out of place. 
(Mmh? I wonder what it is? How do I put it? I feel like she’s acting 
somewhat unnaturally.) (Zenjirou) 


From the short conversation they held before, this girl seems to be a 
genuine, high-ranking noble. In fact, the way she talks and her gestures 
were extremely refined, in contrast to her childish outward appearance. 
But, now that he’s watching her walk from behind like this, it makes his 
hair stand on end for some reason. 

(I wonder what’s going on? I’m pretty sure something is definitely weird 
here.) (Zenjirou) 

Just as Zenjirou was wondering what it was.... 
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The girl walking in front stepped on the hem of her own skirt, making her 
almost fall over. 

Because a woman walking behind her swiftly grabbed her arm at the last 
moment, Lucretia got through it without a major problem, but that still 
doesn’t change the fact that it was a mistake unbecoming of a lady. 


“I-P'm very sorry. l-I showed you something unsightly.” (Lucretia) 


The girl, who had stopped and turned around in Zenjirou’s direction, is 
blushing pitifully. 


She reminds me of a turtle trying to withdraw its head into its shell, ducking 
her head and shrinking like that. 

Just as he thought that, Zenjirou finally understood what was making him 
feel uncomfortable. 


“Lucretia, I’m sorry if this is rude, but that dress doesn’t fit you, does it?” 
(Zenjirou) 


Compared to her way of speaking, her movements were somewhat stiff. 
And her stepping on the hem of her dress is likely also due to her dress 
being too big for her. 

Once he looks properly, he notices that the sleeves cover half of her palm. 


And the hem is also so long that she’s dragging it on the ground. Even the 
area around her collar is awfully wide. Her appearance is just like a girl 
willfully wearing the dress of her elder sister. 

A petite, childish girl wearing a large dress is rather humorous and cute, but 
it’s unsuitable as attire for the daughter of a high-ranking noble. 

However, having that pointed out, the girl straightens her back, and even 
though her face becomes even more red, she insists, 


“T-It’s alright since I’ll grow into it very soon!” (Lucretia) 


Seemingly unable to put up with the girl’s claim, the woman next to her, 
apparently a maid waiting upon her, cuts into the conversation. 


“Lucy-sama, you made us unreasonably prepare many dresses at this size 
saying this, but you don’t seem to be growing at all? Even His Majesty 
Zenjirou-sama has noticed. Give up already and let me prepare you a new 
dress or shorten the current one.” 


“Flora!” (Lucretia) 


Due to the maid’s harsh retort, the girl raises her voice in protest, writhing 
in shame. 

Thinking back on it, it’s the woman that previously grabbed Lucretia when 
she was about to fall over after stepping on her hem. From the fact that 
she’s calling Lucretia with her pet name Lucy, she’s likely her closest and 
most trusted aide. 

At any rate, this is not an exchange that one should hold in front of royalty 
from another country, but as Lucretia’s appearance is childish, even the 
people watching the scene are just smiling pleasantly for some reason or 
another. 

Rather than reprimanding them for their behavior, even the soldiers of the 
Carpa Kingdom smile softly after being shown something lovely and 
amusing. 


“Lucretia, that’s a very interesting conversation, but could we continue on 
our way for the time being?” (Zenjirou) 


Even on Zenjirou’s face, a natural smile can be seen. Without realising it, he 
had forgotten about his tension after being sent through !TeleportJ . 
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A little while later Zenjirou found himself in a room in a detached building 
of the royal palace. 

This place seems to be a separate building of the royal palace ! Purple Egg 
Palace] which belongs to the Sharrow family. 

Just as its name suggests, the !Purple Egg Palace J is a building that uses 
violet as it’s thematic color. The domed ceiling also fits the name. 

In the Middle East there are often buildings with round, onion-like, pointed 
roofs. This one is similar but it’s as if the point has been filed down. 

It’s difficult for him to completely relax in the room with its exotic 
atmosphere, but with only his trusted knight Natalio and the inner palace’s 
maids being around him after entering the building, Zenjirou could let go of 
80% of his tension. 


“Phew...” (Zenjirou) 


After sitting down in a chair, Zenjirou breathes out deeply, and rolls his stiff 
shoulders. 


“Thanks for your hard work, Zenjirou-sama.” 
“Yeah, thanks.” (Zenjirou) 


Accepting the silver cup filled with water that the young maid handed to 
him, Zenjirou gulps its contents down in one go. 

Of course the water cannot be compared to one cooled down by his 
refrigerator, but if you consider that it’s currently the | Hottest Season , 
it’s still plenty. 


“Nevertheless, it really took a while to walk to this place.” (Zenjirou) 


While muttering that, Zenjirou lowers his eyes on the wristwatch on his left 
arm and checks the time. 

Given that he didn’t check when they left the l Teleport.) building, he can’t 
say it with certainty, but it should have taken at least 30 minutes, if not a 
full hour, to reach this place by foot. 


“Isn’t this building quite deep inside the royal palace’s grounds?” 


Due to Zenjirou’s somewhat vigilant tone, Natalio’s expression tightens and 
he agrees, 


“Yes. According to General Puyol, it appears that even within the [Purple 
Egg Palace , it’s a building located quite deep in. He said that the Inner 
Palace] of the Sharrow family is close by, too. 

The building for [Teleport] is situated in the middle of the [Purple Egg 
Palace] andthe !Holy White Palace , thus there’s a considerable 
distance in-between.” (Natalio) 


“The inner part of the [Purple Egg Palace.) , eh?” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou smiled bitterly at the directness of this. 

Normally, inviting heavily guarded royalty from another country into the 
innermost part of a royal palace would be a dangerous action, but for the 
Sharrow family, drawing Zenjirou into the inner palace is likely a higher 
priority than mitigating the risks of doing so. 


“At present I think it might be better to consider it difficult to get in contact 
with the Pope Jillbell family.” (Zenjirou) 


Ines, who waits upon Zenjirou next to him as he mutters this, agrees, 


“Yes. In addition, I’m sorry to say, but the usage of [Teleport] ina 
foreign country is only allowed with the permission of the other country, 
except in an emergency. Even returning to the Carpa Kingdom might be 
difficult for a while.” (Ines) 


If he were to use Teleport to return unnoticed whenever it suited him, 
even though he has been invited as a guest of honor by another country, it 


might result in that country losing face. 

Therefore, even if he has the means to !' Teleport , it’s not like Zenjirou 
can return to the Carpa Kingdom at any time. 

Of course that shouldn’t mean that the Twin Kingdom will openly confine 
him since they don’t want to damage their reputation with Zenjirou and the 
Carpa Kingdom standing behind him. However, not giving permission for 
the usage of !TeleportJ for some reason or another is fully expected. 


“T have resolved myself in that regard. Having said that, I have left Her 
Majesty behind during her pregnancy. If the other party tries to dodge the 
issue by remaining evasive for too long, I have every intention of exercising 
my rights. 

You guys should resolve yourself for such a situation, too.” (Zenjirou) 


“Certainly, Your Majesty!” (Natalio) 


Due to Zenjirou’s unusually strong words, the soldiers starting with Natalio 
tightened their expressions again. 

Zenjirou’s ultimate objective is a healing practitioner of the Jillbell family. 
For the sake of achieving that objective, he can also compromise to some 
extent with the Sharrow family, but if they try to push their agenda while 
ignoring his wishes, he has no intention of complying in the slightest. 


“For the time being, I suppose I have to be careful in various ways.” 
(Zenjirou) 


Upon Zenjirou sighing, Natalio speaks up after a bit. 


“Speaking of being careful; Zenjirou-sama, it might be best to not let your 
guard down around that girl called Lucretia.” (Natalio) 


“Hmm?” (Zenjirou) 


Hearing good advice from Natalio, who usually devotes himself to his 
guard duty silently, one of Zenjirou’s eyebrows twitches up. 


“What do you mean?” (Zenjirou) 


“It’s possible that it was authentic since it was carried out extremely 
skillfully, but to me, her almost falling over looked unnatural.” (Natalio) 


Surprise dyes Zenjirou’s face at Natalio’s remark. 
“For what purpose would she have faked it?” (Zenjirou) 


Even if they are not royalty, Lucretia and the Marquis Broglie family should 
be quite high-ranking nobles, seeing as she plays the role of host for another 
nation’s royalty. 

Zenjirou doesn’t understand why she would deliberately portray herself as 
clumsy in front of foreign royalty. 

Ines advises Zenjirou, who is puzzled, with a gentle voice, 


“Zenjirou-sama, don’t you think that this series of events considerably 
softened the atmosphere back there? Besides, it seemed as if you yourself, 
Zenjirou-sama, also harbored a favorable impression of Lucretia-sama.” 
(Ines) 


“Well, you’re correct...” (Zenjirou) 


It’s a definite fact that Zenjirou lowered his guard at the child’s insistence 
on wearing bigger clothes, “because I will grow big from now on.” 


“Are you saying she expressly embarrassed herself and risked her health for 
that? You agree with this as well, Ines?” (Zenjirou) 


The middle-aged maid, upon hearing that her opinion had been requested, 
tilts her head as if she’s troubled. 


“Unlike Natalio-sama, I don’t excel at martial arts, so I can’t tell whether 
Lucretia-sama’s movements were an act. 

However, the fact that the attendant called Flora propped up Lucretia-sama 
surprised me a bit. Even though Lucretia-sama might be small, catching a 
falling person without any kind of prior arrangement is fairly difficult. 
However, going by the conversation between those two, Lucretia-sama 
seems to prefer such big clothes, so it’s possible that the maid might have 


grown accustomed to Lucretia-sama falling over and needing to be 
supported.” 


“Hmm...” (Zenjirou) 


Zenjirou folded his arms and considered Ines’s explanation. 

At first Zenjirou felt let-down after being told that an innocent girl will be 
his host, but assuming that this was also included in the calculations of the 
other side, it would mean that he definitely can’t afford to be negligent. 


“T will bear it in mind.” (Zenjirou) 


It might only be now, in hindsight, but Zenjirou became alert to even more 
possibilities. 
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Meanwhile at the same time, in a room with no one besides her and her 
trusted aide, Lucretia Broglie — who had finished her important duty of 
guiding the royal member of the major power Carpa Kingdom -— flung off 
what she wore in every sense of the word. 


“Puhaaa! Agh, how damn irritating! Off, off with them!” (Lucretia) 


She roughly threw off the ill-fitting dress along with a cat that sat on her. 
Borrowing the hand of her attendant, who holds out a change of clothes to 
her with practiced movements, the girl puts on another dress. 

The new attire is a one-piece dress in a style that should really be called a 
house dress as it has very few decorations, but it fits Lucretia’s small body 
perfectly. 


“Lucy-sama, you’re really causing such a ruckus every day. If that’s how 
it’s going to be, you should just wear proper clothes normally.” (Flora) 


The female attendant — Flora says as if fed-up, and shrugs her shoulders. 
However, the girl rejects it, her golden side tail swaying strongly, 


“Nope. If a petite, baby-faced woman like me makes a blunder wearing 
clothes that are slightly too big, it’s cute. In fact, after I started to go out in 
such outfits, the looks the men have towards me have changed, you know?” 
(Lucretia) 


“That’s true, but at the same time the looks of the women have changed as 
well. They look at you as if despising you as [that blatantly fake-airhead 
woman .” (Flora) 


Flora responds with a stinging retort towards the girl, who throws out her 
chest with an “Ahem.” 
And yet she doesn’t waver at all. 


“I don’t care. I can’t marry a woman anyway. Or rather, now that I’ve come 
this far, I don’t mind even if I’m hated by all men besides His Majesty 
Zenjirou. 

The outcome of my life rests on whether I manage to seduce that man 
(Lucretia) 


|” 


The girl tightly clenches her fists. 


“Tt’s my humble opinion that it might be quite risky to bet your life on a 
breakthrough marriage, though.” (Flora) 


“I’m well aware of the risks. But, since there’s no other path left for me to 
become royalty, it can’t be helped, can it!?” (Lucretia) 


Flora sighs dramatically at the girl’s claim, seeing that her master refuses to 
concede no matter what. 


“T understand your resolve. I will also cooperate with you to the best of my 
abilities. Please, just promise me that you won’t cause any trouble for the 
Marquis Broglie family.” (Flora) 


Flora is Lucretia’s aide, but Flora’s employer isn’t Lucretia, but Marquis 
Broglie himself. 

Even Lucretia becomes weak once the name of the Marquis Broglie family 
is mentioned. 


“T-I know that! It’s fine. Even in the worst case, only you and I will take the 
fall. There won’t be any inconvenience to the Marquis family.” (Lucretia) 


“... You don’t have any qualms about taking me down with you?” (Flora) 


“In exchange you will become the aide of royalty, once I become a royal 
myself. Won’t that be a great promotion for you?” (Lucretia) 


“Whether you are royalty or nobility, Lucy-sama will be Lucy-sama. I 
won’t change the way I treat you just because your social standing has 
changed.” (Flora) 


“Thanks.” (Lucretia) 


Lucretia trusted this older attendant who won’t abandon her, even if she 
says this and that. 


As if uncomfortable with how nice a turn the conversation had taken, Flora 
breaks the silence and says to her younger master, 


“By the way, Lucy-sama. I listened to the gossip from the soldiers of the 
Carpa Kingdom who arrived here first, but according to them, His Majesty 
Zenjirou dotes on his legal wife, Her Majesty Aura.” (Flora) 


Confronted with her target’s relations with women, Lucretia wrinkles her 
nose. 


“What about it? Since he’s a royal, it’s only natural for him to have several 
wives, right? 


His Majesty Zenjirou loves Her Majesty Aura. But he loves Lucretia a lot 
more. As long as that becomes true, all will be fine, correct?” (Lucretia) 


“Yes. Though that’s not where the problem lies. 

The problem is that Her Majesty Aura, who His Majesty Zenjirou dotes on, 
is said to be lan older woman with a tall figure, voluptuous breasts and 
hips] . 

Excuse my impoliteness, but won’t advertising your childish cuteness as 
your main selling point have an adverse effect?” (Flora) 


Lucretia trembled violently for an instant due to her attendant’s pointed 
remark, but she immediately shakes her head and gathers her thoughts. 


“That’s not great news, but even so it’s useless. I can’t change my policy at 
this point in time anymore. Or rather, no matter what part of this body I 
prop up, I can’t hope for anything other than childish cuteness. 

If I were to imitate an adult-like, sensual beauty, it would only be 
ridiculous.” (Lucretia) 


“It’s completely as you say.” (Flora) 


Having her self-deprecating words readily affirmed by her aide, the girl 
frowns with a slightly unhappy expression. 

However, even with the new information, the girl burns with an indomitable 
fighting spirit, coming up with even more strategies. 


“However, in a certain sense that might actually be good. 

From now on the distance between His Majesty Zenjirou and I will shorten. 
I will be a willing ear and allow His Majesty Zenjirou to express his deep 
affection for Her Majesty Aura, maybe there might even be some merit to 
me attempting some of that adult seductiveness too.” (Lucretia) 


“Although it’s not my place to talk about you wearing sexy clothes as the 
one who provided the information, but won’t that just end tragically?” 
(Flora) 


“Shuddap. It’s a hypothetical strategy. 
Knowing the other party’s preferences, a young girl bravely tries her very 


best to look like an adult. But she becomes teary-eyed when it doesn’t suit 
her at all...or something like that. Don’t you think that it will incite his 
desire to protect quite nicely?” (Lucretia) 


“Really, for you to come up with such cunning plans one after the other, 
Lucy-sama.” (Flora) 


Flora says in an utterly admiring tone, apparently beyond astonished. 
In response the girl quickly donned a serious expression and said in a tone 
as if blurting out something important, 


“That’s a matter of course, you know? After hearing about His Majesty 
Zenjirou, I’ve only been thinking of these things. 

If Pm wedded to His Majesty Zenjirou and in the worst case, if I’m only 
blessed with his child, I will become royalty. No, I will be able to return 
to being royalty.) .” (Lucretia) 


Lucretia Broglie. 

Her biological father is the second prince of the Sharrow family, Fribert. 

Her biological mother is the legal wife of the second prince, Iolanda. 

However, because she didn’t possess the ability to use !BestowalJ , the 
l Bloodline Magic.) of the Sharrow family, she was given away as foster 

daughter to an influential noble family, the Marquis Broglie family, as a 

child. 


“For the sake of being able to call my father father and my mother mother 
at official occasions, I will do anything. I’m going to do it!” (Lucretia) 


The girl’s determination was in all respects selfish, but exactly for that 
reason it was so steadfast that no one would be able to bend it. 


~ To be continued in Volume 9 


Extra — Indirect Cultural Exchange 
Between Master and Maids 


Rain pours down heavily in the inner palace’s garden. 

The inner palace’s maids did their work in the rain wearing rain gear. 

Being in charge of the garden during the Rainy SeasonJ is a job that can 
be considered ridiculously bad luck. 

Emilia, who is the supervisor of those taking care of the garden, is a strict 
superior but she’s not unreasonable by any means. 

Hence, the work during the [Rainy Season is carried out on days when 
it isn’t raining, except for the small fraction of tasks that must be promptly 
finished at all costs. 

On rainy days with no urgent and necessary work, there is nothing more but 
a brief tour of the garden in the morning. You might call that the most 
relaxing job for an inner palace maid. 

On the other hand, Emilia is absolutely ruthless when it’s time for work. 
For example, if there’s work that must be finished by the end of the day, she 
will mercilessly drive the young maids into the garden. 

And, unfortunately, today the rain is pouring down like a waterfall. 


“As I confirmed some time ago, the water has become fairly muddy during 
this long spell of rain. Fortunately Zenjirou-sama and Her Majesty Aura 
won’t return to the inner palace until evening. 

Therefore we will carry out a simple maintenance of the power generator 
before the day is over.” (Emilia) 


Rethe, Dolores, and Fay — commonly known as the troublemaker trio — 
respond extremely unwillingly to Emilia’s stern words with obviously stiff 
expressions. 


“Everyone, you’re working too slowly. And yet you call yourselves 
daughters of military families?” (Emilia) 


Emilia reprimands them with a loud voice so as not to lose out to the heavy 
rainfall. 


“Yes, I’m very sorry, Emilia-sama.” (Dolores) 


“Dolores, rather than your mouth, move your hands and feet. Hurry up, we 
will start the cleaning. You know the procedure, right?” (Emilia) 


“Yes | 33 


Hearing Emilia’s instructions, the three troublemakers begin the work in 
their rain gear, 

beneath rain clouds so thick that the vicinity is gloomy even during 
daytime. 

The hooded rain gear made out of the hide of water dragons can protect 
their faces and bodies from being directly hit by the rain, but when it comes 
to working in such a heavy rain, they aren’t of much use. 

In fact Emilia had already talked with Olsha, the one in charge of bathing, 
to have her prepare a complete change of clothes, including underwear, for 
everyone, as well as a hot bath for after the work. 

No matter how warm the rainy season in the Carpa Kingdom might be, if 
she were to be negligent taking care of the maids after working during such 
a rain, their physical health would deteriorate. 

From the very start this is a job that entails getting thoroughly wet. 

In any case, once the work started, even the troublemaker trio started to 
move briskly. 


“The electric power supply has been cut, right? Alright, then I will 
temporarily stop the influx of water into the hose.” 


“Okay, Dolores. This time is just maintenance, so it’s fine to not go as far as 
cleaning the hose, right? Then we need to clean the water tank and the 
clogged-up drainage opening, once the water stops.” 


“Yikes, Fay-chan. It’s dangerous if you suddenly put your hand into the 
water tank~. There’s definitely something in there.” 


This is maintenance for the small hydraulic power generator. 

After setting it up, during his first !Rainy Season.) , Zenjirou personally 

braved the rain, but nowadays it can be dealt with by just the maids. 

To begin with, it’s not like Zenjirou possesses much knowledge and skill in 

regards to the maintenance of the power generator. 

After a brief explanation of how the manufacturers in his hometown set up 

the small hydraulic generator at a streamlet and showing them a video the 

manufacturers recorded, the maids were able to do the maintenance at the 

same level as Zenjirou. 

The generator Zenjirou brought can be roughly split into three different 

parts: ! Water Tank , !Power Generation , and !Control System, . 

Since the [Control System Parts have been set up in the inner palace’s 

living room, rain has no impact on them. 

Given that problems with the [Power Generation Parts} cannot be 

handled with a simple maintenance, the troublemaker trio only works on the 
Water Tank Parts] this time. 

After stopping the power supply and the water influx through the hose, the 

three scrub the water tank. 

They first have to draw out the muddy water inside the tank with buckets. 

It’s a very primitive method, but because this tank didn’t have a drain, it’s a 

task they must do. 

It’s also difficult to dump the water by tipping the full tank over with just 

the strength of Fay and the others. 

As a result they have no other option but to draw out the water with buckets 

until they can tilt the tank to the side with their power. 


“...When you watch the rain pouring into the water tank even while we’re 
emptying it out like this, it really feels like a wasted effort, doesn’t it?” 
(Dolores) 


“I agree.” (Fay) 
Fay agrees with Dolores’s remark, making the same exasperated expression. 


Their hands don’t stop working since they’re under Emilia’s strict 
supervision. Their voices are drowned out by this strong downpour, and as 


long as they are a little bit away from Emilia, she can’t see their expressions 
either. 

This unmotivated way of working is the very reason why they are called 
troublemaker trio, but the work today might even have the other, serious 
maids of the inner palace approving of Dolores’s remark. 

It’s a tiny salvation that they can carelessly toss the water in the buckets 
anywhere since the whole place is submerged in water to begin with. 


“Ugh, almost all of it is muddy water~. Ah, Dolores-chan, mud has been 
splashed on your face, you know?” 


Rethe exclaims after seeing her friend’s face, as she empties the bucket by 
flipping it over in front of her big chest, which still stands out despite her 
wearing rain gear over her maid clothes. 

The water tank of the power generation device that should usually be filled 
with clear water, is now full of muddy water that allows one to see less than 
five centimeters into the water. 

The streamlet, a water source which flows in from outside the palace, is 
swelling due to the rain. The sand and soil of the riverbanks has probably 
been swept along and mixed with the streamlet’s water. 

The tall inner palace maid that had this pointed out to her, shakes her head a 
little and doesn’t even try to wipe her face with her sleeve. 


“T will deal with it later.” (Dolores) 


Since they’ll be grappling with the muddy water for a long time to come, 
there’s no point in wiping it each time. 

It’s a rational argumentation, but for the inner palace maids, who always 
want to keep a neat personal appearance, it’s a slightly distasteful solution. 
Having said that, this logical way of working will bear fruit before long. 
No matter how much rain might fall from above, as long as the three 
continue to draw out water with buckets, the water in the tank will 
gradually decrease. 


“Now that you have come this far, it might be alright to dispose of the rest 
by tilting the tank to the side. Be careful so that it doesn’t fall over too 
quickly.” (Emilia) 


Emilia, who was watching over the entire progress, instructs. 
Of course she takes the initiative and helps by pressing her hands against 
the tank’s edge. 


“Slowly, slowly, be cautious...” 
“Ugh, heavy...” 
“Haph~” 


The four maids cooperate and somehow manage to topple the tank over 
without causing any big issues. 

Once the tank is lying sideways, all the muddy water within naturally flows 
out onto the lawn. 

However, densely packed slush and layers of gravel have accumulated at 
the tank’s bottom. 90% of this won’t come out from just tilting the tank 
over. 

This slush and gravel is tricky. 

If such foreign elements flow into the power generation parts with the 
water, there will be cracks inside due to the gravel crashing against the 
inner walls, and the rotation of the water wheels will be obstructed by the 
slush clogging up the area around the axis. 

In order to prevent such problems, the power generation parts are protected 
by temporarily storing the water drawn from rivers in the water tank so that 
the mud and gravel can settle at the tank’s bottom. However, when the 
quality of the river’s water drastically deteriorates like now, this process is 
no longer effective. 

For this reason it’s necessary to check the water tank like this, and remove 
the mud and gravel inside. 


“Alright, I will scrape out the rest.” (Fay) 


Holding a small shovel in her small hands, Fay scrapes out the mud and 
gravel remaining in the tank. 


“Be careful, Fay. There’s definitely something down there.” (Dolores) 


After giving such a warning, rather than helping, Dolores tries to stay far 
away from the mud. 

Finally she quickly and skillfully leaves the place under the pretext of going 
to fetch some clean water for the washing. 

In contrast, Fay reaches a hand into the mud with gleaming eyes. 


“I know. Oh, she was right, there’s really something in here!” (Fay) 


Small creatures are energetically jumping around inside the removed mud. 
The waterways running from the rivers into the inner palace and the royal 
palace have several heavy wire nettings along the way, preventing large, 
dangerous aquatic animals from entering, but naturally, creatures that are 
smaller than the nets get through. 

Such creatures often enter the waterways, especially during a time like this 
when the water is muddy due to the rising rivers. 


“Emilia-sama! Is it fine for me to dispose of these!?” (Fay) 


Emilia, fully aware of the ulterior motives behind Fay’s sparkling black 
eyes, easily agrees without a single change in expression. 


“Very well. The securing of food during a castle siege is necessary 
knowledge for women from a military family. However, allowing it to 
affect your actual work is not acceptable.” (Emilia) 


“Yes!” (Fay) 


With a spirited reply, Fay quickly grabs a free bucket next to her and boldly 
catches the energetically jumping creatures in the mud with her hands, and 
tosses them into the bucket. 

In this heavy rain, even creatures that can’t survive out of the water won’t 
dry out immediately. There will likely be enough rain accumulated at the 
bottom of the bucket to sustain them before they do dry out. 


“Yeah, today might be quite the big haul!” (Fay) 


Having efficiently transferred the creatures from the mud to the bucket, Fay 
smiles in satisfaction. 


“Whoa, it’s really full~” 


Even Rethe, who watched from the side, raises her voice slightly in obvious 
admiration of her friend’s skill. 

Small fish, river shrimp, river snakes, frogs, and what appears to be a 
newly-hatched crocodile. 

There are many things with grotesque appearances, but if they are properly 
cleaned and cooked correctly, all of them will be quite delicious. 

Emilia sighs when she sees the baby crocodile in the bucket. 


“It seems it’s necessary to call the gardeners and maybe a few soldiers 
just in case on the next sunny day and have them check the ponds and water 
fountains. As expected, this is not suitable work for women, even those of 
military families.” (Emilia) 


This surely isn’t the only baby crocodile that has been swept into the palace 
grounds. If they were to settle down in the ponds and secretly grow up 
there, it would be a serious issue. 

Emilia sighed again after saying so. 


OPO AOA HOS 


The three troublemakers, having finished servicing the hydraulic power 
generator in the rain, headed straight to the bath. 

They were already resigned to the fact, but everything from their maid 
uniforms to their underwear is sopping wet. 

The three of them struggled out of their wet underwear and entered the 
bathroom quickly. 


“Fufu! Only on days like today is bathing in hot water so wonderful!” 


“Hey, Fay. Don’t get into the tub immediately! We are completely covered 
with mud right now!” 


“Yes, yes.” (Fay) 


The three scoop hot water out of the bathtub with a pail, and pour it over 
their faces, bodies, and heads. 


“Hyahoo!” (Fay) 


Fay, who recklessly poured hot water over her head, squeals in joy, and 
vigorously shakes her head like a dog. 

Fay normally hates hot water and prefers a cold bath, but today hot water is 
the only choice for her. 

The warm water feels absolutely superb on her body that’s been chilled to 
the core thanks to the rain of the [Rainy Season] . 

It’s quite a chore to clean the mud out of their hair and off their bodies, but 
there’s liquefied soap with perfumed oil and the shampoo created by 
Zenjirou in the inner palace. 

The three maids submerged themselves up to their shoulders in relaxation 
after getting clean, completely recovering their vitality by the time they left 
the bathroom. 


OPO 


Currently the three troublemakers have been assigned to garden work, and 
thus they don’t have any work, except for helping out here and there, once 
they finish in the garden. 


“Ah~, ve come back to life.” (Fay) 
“Hey, you’re too slovenly, Fay. But, it’s certainly delicious.” 
“Ahaha, it’s because my throat’s parched~.” (Fay) 


Fay, Dolores, and Rethe, who had come out of the bathroom, took the 
maids’ silver pitcher of fruit water out of the refrigerator in the living room, 
and relaxed as they drank it in the waiting room. 

They are sitting somewhat inelegantly on the chairs, but this is a break 


room of the inner place which is only frequented by maids. 

If they couldn’t relax in such a place, the maids, who live and work in the 
inner palace for many years at a time, wouldn’t last mentally and physically. 
Hence, even when the door opens with a small clank, the three only turn 
their eyes towards the door while still sprawled on their chairs. 

The ones who entered were three maids that are even younger than Fay and 
the other two. 


“Huh? Newbies?” 
“If I remember correctly, you are Mireilla, Luisa and Nilda, aren’t you?” 
“Oh~! You studying by observation today~?” (Fay) 


When they’re called out, the new maids were surprised for an instant, but 
then immediately approach with smiles. 


“Yes. We have been ordered by Supervisory Maid Amanda to learn the 
work by watching our seniors for a while.” 


Answering first as the representative for the three was Mireilla. 

Mireilla is a girl who impresses with her long, glossy, black hair, and her 
gentle, sweet-looking, drooping eyes. 

In the inner palace it’s common sense to not introduce oneself with one’s 
family name, but even without doing something like that, it’s obvious at a 
glance that she’s the daughter of a family with a high status from her 
bearing. 


“Please take care of us and bless us with your strict guidance. We will 
endeavor to be of as little hindrance as possible.” 


Next Luisa bowed politely like a doll while speaking with a stiff voice. 
She has somewhat quirky black hair, black eyes, and a deeply dark brown 
skin. An fairly ordinary appearance that one might go as far as calling it 
plain on the southern continent. 

However, given that she seems to glide rather than merely walk, she stands 
out a bit amongst the maids, despite her ordinary outward appearance. Her 
excellent bearing is a trait that she shares with Mireilla, but the atmosphere 


is completely different. 

Her good posture is obviously not because of good breeding. Instead, her 
posture being good is a result of her high level of body control. 

In other words, her movements are closer to that of a knight or soldier than 
to those of a maid. 


“Nice to meet you!” 


The last girl with the brief, spirited greeting is Nilda. 

She’s almost as small as Fay, and her black hair is tied into a small ponytail. 
Probably because of her sociable character, sincere friendliness towards 
those around her is apparent in her big, black eyes. 


End of Part 1 


Fay and Dolores prepare chairs for the newcomers. Rethe supplies three 
more wooden cups and pours fruit water into them. 


“We finished work for today, so we have nothing to show you, but since it’s 
a rare occasion, it should be fine to take it easy for a bit.” (Dolores) 


As Dolores draws back a chair, 

“Umm...is it really alright?” (Mireilla) 

“Even though it might just be observation, it’s still part of the job.” (Luisa) 
“Yes, thank you very much.” (Nilda) 


Mireilla is bewildered, Luisa persists expressionlessly, and Nilda sits down 
on the offered chair with a smile. 


It goes without saying that Mireilla’s reaction is the most common one. 
Luisa’s is somewhat unusual. And Nilda’s response...it’s Dolores’ first time 
seeing such a reaction. 

Anyway, if the girls are in the middle of observation, you could say that 
they were doing their jobs even if they were taking a break with others. 


“Its fine. Taking a break like this is also part of your job. I guarantee that 
you won’t be scolded by the Head Maids just for drinking tea here. 
Keeping us company for a bit is just right for getting accustomed to life in 
this place.” 

“Okay, I shall accept your kind offer then.” (Mireilla) 


“Yes! Pardon me.” (Luisa) 


After hearing Dolores’s explanation, Mireilla and Luisa sat down on the 
chairs, too. 


Once the new maids are together with their seniors, nothing is more 
interesting to them than information about the work in the inner palace. 


“You were made to work outside in this rain!?” (Mireilla) 


For some reason Fay puffs out her chest with pride and replies to the 
surprised Mireilla, 


“Yes. It was quite a hassle. Well, I think it’s something you have to prepare 
yourself for in the future, too.” (Fay) 


“Yes! If it’s my duty, I won’t complain.” (Luisa) 


With Luisa’s statement, Nilda’s originally large eyes widen even further, 
and Mireilla’s face shows her clear uneasiness. 

It’s easy to see that Mireilla is a noble lady of a high-class family. Leaving 
aside working in the rain, it’s even possible that she has no experience of 
going out inthe [Rainy Season, , except inside a roofed dragon carriage. 


“There are also benefits. It’s okay to keep the small animals caught in the 
water tank. Usually it’s limited to small fish and prawn, but this time I also 
caught frogs, river snakes, and even a baby crocodile.” (Fay) 


Mireilla is on the verge of fainting after hearing Fay happily recount her 
spoils. 


“Snakes...crocodiles...w-we have to g-get rid of those?” (Mireilla) 
“Mireilla, you’ve never done it?” (Nilda) 
“Putting aside snakes and crocodiles, it might be necessary for you to be 


able to prepare fish and prawn for cooking. One of the jobs of the inner 
palace maids is to prepare food in the kitchen.” (Luisa) 


Mireilla can’t hide her bewilderment at Nilda’s puzzled tilt of her head, and 
Luisa’s indifference. 


“Nilda, Luisa, are you two alright with this? That is...to touch or kill such 
creatures with your hands.” (Mireilla) 


Let alone the river snakes and crocodiles, as a daughter from a good family 
Mireilla almost never encountered fish or prawn, except as dishes. There’s 
no doubt that she would jump up and scream if she saw those. 


“I grew up in a village. I often caught such things in nearby streams when I 
was little.” (Nilda) 


“You too, Nilda? I’m a commoner as well. Things like that have been all 
around me since I was a child.” (Luisa) 


Hearing the new maids guilelessly divulge their origins, it makes even the 
three troublemakers look at each other. 

The one opening her mouth as representative for all three was Dolores, who 
has the most common sense among them. 


“Hey, Nilda, Luisa, according to etiquette in the inner palace, you don’t ask 
others about their parentage. Therefore it would be better for you to refrain 
from talking about your own birth. At least for now, that is.” (Dolores) 


The noble society seems large but is actually rather small. In most cases 
new maids have one or two acquaintances in the inner palace before 
entering it. 

Even if they have no personal acquaintances, it’s not all that difficult to 
guess the rough background from the names and ages, going by the 
circumstances. 

As a result, everyone knows everyone’s history within about a month of 
entering the inner palace. 

After this, it’s no longer an issue to talk about each other’s backgrounds to a 
certain degree, but it’s supposed to happen naturally, and not because one 
intentionally disclosed the information willingly. 

But then again, there’s not much information to know about the commoner 
maids like Ines, Margret or Luisa besides the fact that they are commoners. 


“Oh, pardon me! I will pay attention to it.” (Nilda) 
“Understood. Thank you very much for your kind advice.” (Luisa) 


Nilda and Luisa both expressed their gratitude for Dolores’ warning. 


CMO HO HOS 


Several days later. 

The troublemaker trio was in the kitchen at night. 

Given that their turn at this post hasn’t come yet, this is not for work. 

In the first place, dinner time has long passed. They are in the kitchen right 
now for more personal reasons. 

Because they have obtained permission from Vanessa, the one in charge of 
the kitchen, bright red fire still roars in the oven. 

Fay tracked down three [water buckets] by the light of that fire, removed 
the heavy lids from them, and smiled in satisfaction. 


“Great, they are fine. Almost all of them are still alive. Rethe, I will cut and 
trim them, so please handle the cooking, okay?” (Fay) 


“Got it, Fay-chan. I will do my best~” (Rethe) 
“You two sure can deal with those weird things without a care.” (Dolores) 


Dolores knits her brows at the contents of the !water buckets! . They 
contain the water creatures Fay caught during the maintenance of the 
hydraulic power generator a few days ago. 

Dolores grimacing at the sight of the river snakes, frogs and baby crocodile 
in addition to the fish and prawn is a fairly typical reaction. 

The well installed in this kitchen pierces through the bedrock deep 
underground. Because it draws water from a completely different source, it 
doesn’t become muddy even during the [Rainy Season.) . 

The small fish and prawn, who had been cleaned of mud with a regular 


water change over the last few days, were ready to be eaten now that the 
smell had been removed, according to Fay. 


“Dolores, even you prepare fish and dragon meat when it’s your turn to 
cook, don’t you?” (Fay) 


Fay nimbly caught a frog with her left hand while tilting her head to the 
side in confusion, then slammed down the short pick-like utensil in her 
hand without any hesitation at all. 

Although she can’t quite look at the frog, twitching still even though it’s 
head has been crushed into the chopping board, Dolores grimaces, unable to 
completely avert her eyes either. 


“Unfortunately I grew up in the city. I never treated dragon meat as 
anything but a hunk of meat, and I got used to fish and prawn, but frogs and 
crocodiles are still impossible.” (Dolores) 


“Tf it’s growing up in the city, the same applies to me as well, you know?” 


Fay objects while ripping off the frog skin after cutting open its abdomen 
with a small kitchen knife. In response, Dolores sighs, resignedly. 


“That’s why you’re weird. Why does the princess of the capital’s former 
feudal lord’s family with its ancient and honorable pedigree...” (Dolores) 


“Aah! ?” (Rethe) 


However, Dolores’ sighs and complaints are drowned out by Rethe’s rare 
scream, 


“Rethe?” (Fay) 
“Fay-chan, over there~! What should I do? The crocodile has...!” (Rethe) 


Even without looking in the direction of Rethe’s finger, it’s immediately 
apparent what happened from just her words. 

Having escaped somehow, the small crocodile was waddling across the 
kitchen’s stone floor. 


“Crap!” 
“Hey, Fay, that’s not funny at all, you know!?” 
“I know!” 


Dolores’ and Fay’s expressions changed in this emergency. 

Even if it might only be as big as a palm, a crocodile is still a crocodile. On 
the off-chance it makes its way to the royal family’s living space, it won’t 
be a small incident. 

The three chase the crocodile with pale faces. 

Fortunately that baby crocodile doesn’t seem to belong to the species that 
can move swiftly on land. Its movements aren’t that fast, but the problem is 
that it’s night right now. 

There’s no way that an oven can illuminate the entire kitchen as the only 
light source. If it were to reach the safety of the shadows, it would be 
difficult to find. 

And then, the situation advanced in the worst imaginable direction. 


“Hey, it went over there!” 
“Eh? The hallway is over there!” 


Naturally, there are absolutely no light sources in the hallway. 
The possibility of them being able to find it there is very low. 


“W-W-What do we do? Ah, right!” 


Thinking quickly despite being flustered, Rethe pulls out one piece of 
firewood from the oven, and heads out into the hallway using it as a 
makeshift torch. 

In the hallway outside the kitchen there are no places where one can really 
hide. It’s a straight hallway with no forks, but searching for a baby 
crocodile in the dead of night relying only on a torch is definitely not easy. 
However, what Rethe’s torch illuminated unexpectedly wasn’t the small 
crocodile but the silhouette of a woman. 


“Hyaaa!?” (Rethe) 


Rethe screams upon seeing the emotionless face of a girl lit up by the torch. 
The expressionless girl carried the crocodile with one hand. It’s somewhat 
frightening in the darkness, but once Rethe calms down, she realizes that 
it’s just one of the new maids. 


“H-Huh? Luisa-chan?” (Rethe) 
“Did you catch it? Thanks, Luisa.” (Fay) 


“Great, you saved us from trouble, Luisa. But, why are you here?” 
(Dolores) 


Even as she’s surrounded by the older, bustling maids, Luise isn’t perturbed 
at all. 


“T came to the kitchen to get a cup of water before sleeping. Since I found 
this crocodile, I captured it immediately.” (Luisa) 


She holds up the crocodile in her right hand as she says this, without a hint 
of pride. 


“Wow! You could catch it skillfully even without any light?” 
“Tt’s because I’m trained.” (Luisa) 


“Or rather, the fact that you have enough mental fortitude to catch such a 
disgusting thing with your bare hands at once is amazing.” (Dolores) 


“Tt’s because I’m trained.” (Luisa) 


The maids return to the kitchen, chatting noisily. 
After coming back, Fay checked the contents of the buckets at once. 


“Good, these ones are fine.” (Fay) 


The ones with the highest possibility of escaping among the remaining 
animals are the river snakes, but they are all calmly swimming around in 
the bucket. 


“Yeah, I thought that my heart might stop.” 
“Really, you should be grateful to Luisa.” 
“Yeah, thanks, Luisa-chan~” (Rethe) 


“No, it’s my job after all.” (Luisa) 


End of Part 2 


The three troublemakers resume their work as if it’s the most natural thing 
in the world after returning to the kitchen. 


“Alright, I will prepare the baby crocodile before it runs away again. 
Thanks, Luisa.” (Fay) 


Watching Fay trying to grab the baby crocodile while reflecting on her 
previous mistake, Luisa proposes with a monotonous voice, 


“Tf you want, I can handle it?” (Luisa) 


“Oh, Luisa, could you? I think I’ Il leave it to you if so. As thanks, you can 
eat with us. Rethe’s cooking skills are on par with Vanessa-sama in the 
inner palace.” (Fay) 


“Thank you very much for treating me to a meal. I will borrow tools and 
that spot over here.” (Luisa) 


Standing side by side with knives in hand, Fay and Luisa handle the 
preparations of the remaining frogs, crocodile and snakes. 


Luisa’s knife skills showed her familiarity with the process, devoid of any 
uncertainty. 


Meanwhile Rethe adjusts the fire in the oven, pours oil into a deep pot, and 
gets the seasoning ready. 


Deep-fried food that requires a large quantity of oil is a high-class dish 
that’s rarely prepared by ordinary families, but that naturally doesn’t apply 
to the inner palace. 


The idea of being stingy with oil for royal dishes doesn’t exist to begin 
with. Only the best oil in the best condition is used for them. 


As aresult, Vanessa permitted the young maids to use the oil that had 
already been used several times for deep-frying, and the oil that had lost 
some of its flavor over time for their ! Cooking Studies during their free 
time. 


“Well, I will work on those then.” (Dolores) 
Dolores handles the preparations for the small fish and prawn. 


Dolores, who avoids touching frogs, snakes or crocodiles as much as 
possible, has no problem with processing fish and prawn. If asked how they 
are any different, she can only say that it’s a difference in habit. 


She removes the intestines and heads of the somewhat larger specimens 
among the small fish, and peels the shells off the shrimp. Since it’s 
impossible to process small fish and prawn any further than this, that’s all 
she has to do. 


Since they will be deep fried anyway, even bones and shells should be 
edible so long as they are fried properly. 


Once the preparations are finished, the rest will fall into Rethe’s hands. 
“T’m done, Rethe.” 

“T’m finished here as well~” 

“Done.” (Luisa) 

Rethe answers Dolores, Fay and Luisa while standing in front of the oven, 


“Thanks~. I will do the rest, so bring the ingredients to me~” (Rethe) 


“Okay, we’re leaving the rest to you.” 
“Please make them delicious, okay?” 


“Since I feel bad about leaving everything to Rethe, how about we make 
some tea?” 


Entrusting the rest of the cooking to Rethe, Dolores and Fay draw water 
from the well in a corner of the kitchen, and then make a suggestion to 
Luisa while washing their hands. 


“The only thing Dolores is good at is brewing tea. Ah, Luisa, you might as 
well call your roommates. What do you say?” (Fay) 


“Yeah, for an idea from Fay, it’s pretty good.” (Dolores) 
“Roommates...Mireilla and Nilda, you mean? Why?” (Luisa) 


Seeing Luisa tilting her head in confusion, Fay puts on the air of a senior 
and explains. 


“Tt’s for the sake of getting along with the children in your room. Those in 
the same room live and work together, thus I think it would be best to use a 
chance like this to become good friends.” (Fay) 


“I see. Certainly, it’s important to improve cooperation with my colleagues 
to accomplish my professional duties. Thank you very much for your kind 
advice.” (Luisa) 


The new maid bowed, and immediately left the kitchen to put that 
suggestion into practice. 
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Approximately 30 minutes after that. 


Five maids sat around a table in the kitchen. 
It’s Fay, Dolores, Rethe, Luisa, and Nilda. 


Steam rises from the wooden cups of tea in front of each of them. The 
wooden plate with freshly fried food in the middle of the table also has 
steam rising from it. 


“Huh? What about Mireilla?” 
Luisa indifferently answers the confused Fay. 


“Yes, Mireilla informed me that she’ll take a rain check today since she’s 
sleepy.” (Luisa) 


“Ah, I see. It’s already late after all.” (Fay) 
Fay agreed very easily, but the truth is different. 


At first Mireilla had been quite interested, but once she heard what the 
midnight snack would be, she suddenly refused. 


Snakes and crocodiles seem to be a bit too much for a noble lady from a 
good family. 


However, Luisa and Nilda, who aren’t privy to Mireilla’s innermost 
thoughts, eat the fried fish and prawn with sips of hot tea. 


With just salt as the base seasoning, each of them add either their own 
spices or some of the special dipping sauce to their own plates. 


“Tt’s really delicious!” (Luisa) 


Luisa, taking a bite of the crocodile meat after dipping it in the sauce, 
widened her eyes a bit in a rare look of surprise, and exclaimed. 


“Thanks, I’m happy to hear that.” (Rethe) 


Next to the humbly smiling Rethe, Fay proudly puffs up her chest, even 
more so than Rethe herself. 


“Rethe’s cooking is amazing, isn’t it? The sauce is also handmade by 
Rethe.” (Fay) 


“Is that so?” (Luisa) 
“Amazing, Rethe-san.” (Nilda) 
This time Luisa can only stare in wonder, while Nilda frankly praises Rethe. 


Sauces, which are created by boiling waste vegetables, waste meat and a 
variety of spices together for many hours, are seen as the most crucial 
element of the taste. 


In fact, Vanessa’s job is almost exclusively to make sauces in the inner 
palace. The majority of the young maids aren’t allowed to help except for 


simple tasks. Rethe is the sole exception to that. 


Being permitted to make sauces in her free time, and occasionally having 
them sampled by Vanessa, Rethe might already be called Vanessa’s 
apprentice in a certain sense. 


Despite the raw materials, the young maids keep a friendly chat going over 
the delicious deep-fried food. 


“How about you two? Have you gotten used to life in the inner palace?” 
(Dolores) 


Both new maids nod their heads in response to Dolores’s casual question. 
“Yes! Everyone is very kind and it’s fun.” (Nilda) 
“Yes. Currently, there are no obstacles impeding my duty.” (Luisa) 


Their answers are completely different, but the fact that they have adapted 
to the current environment without any problems is true for both Nilda and 
Luisa. 


On the other hand, there are many cases where well-born girls like Mireilla 
have trouble at first. 


The experience of sharing a room is unknown to the ladies of high-ranking 
nobles. 


Seeing as they have passed the screening to become inner palace maids, the 
girls in the same room won’t be oddballs, but for people who aren’t used to 
it, living in the same space as others causes a great amount of stress. 


“Soon you’re going to start working here properly, is there anything 
worrying you?” 


“You can depend on me,” Fay leans forward. It’s her typical “fruitless effort 
to look good in front of her juniors as a senior.” 


She might actually be the least reliable one in this case. 
However, Nilda honestly smiles happily, and... 


“Umm, I think I will be fine with cleaning and cooking, but I’m a little 
unsure about etiquette.” (Nilda) 


...frankly spoke her mind. 
Not expecting those words, Fay dons a troubled expression. 


“Etiquette, huh? Okay, since Zenjirou-sama is very open-minded in that 
aspect, I don’t think you have to mind it so much. Well, I guess it will be 
best if you paid some attention to it in front of Her Majesty Aura, though.” 


(Fay) 
Nilda’s anxieties are probably a feeling Fay cannot grasp. 


Fay is something like the leader of the three troublemakers, but that doesn’t 
mean that she doesn’t know the necessary etiquette as noble. 


After learning the rules properly, she treads the fine line of between getting 
scolded and not, in the pursuit of her own desires. 


In contrast Nilda has the intention to stick to the rules of courtesy, but with 
her incomplete knowledge of the proper etiquette as well as her background 
asa I Village GirlJ , she’s quite capable of doing something truly 
thoughtless. 


The one with evil intentions is Fay, but as for the one more likely to make a 
huge mistake, it would be Nilda. 


The one who ends up giving advice instead of Fay, who’s at a loss for 
words despite her previous arrogance, is Dolores, who has a decisive lead in 
virtue among the three troublemakers. 


“In case you end up making a blunder, it’s important to say that you didn’t 
do it on purpose and to apologize with sincerity. 


Because Zenjirou-sama won’t do anything unreasonable as long as you 
don’t forget those two points, so I think it’s fine not to worry, don’t you 
think?” (Dolores) 


The sharp-minded Dolores, who knows how to go with the flow, grasps the 
power relationships within the inner palace quite accurately. 


There are few people who have noticed, since Zenjirou himself has a very 
gentle character and has never made use of his authority as a royal up until 
now, but Zenjirou’s authority is exceedingly close to absolute inside the 
inner palace. 


Head Maid Amanda is a strict superior, and Queen Aura is definitely not as 
easy-going as Zenjirou as a master. 


However, if Zenjirou says, “I’d like you to not give them an overly harsh 
punishment”, neither Amanda nor Aura will unyieldingly persist on their 
claim. 


In conclusion, it’s a general rule that one can live peacefully in the inner 
palace as long as they stay out of Zenjirou’s bad books. 


Hearing such an explanation from Dolores, Nilda timidly says with a 
troubled look, 


“Umm...Dolores-san, rather than being told how to smooth over a mistake, 
Pd like to be told what I should do to not make a mistake in the first place.” 
(Nilda) 


Dolores blinked in surprise, as if Nilda’s words were an unexpected attack. 
“...I never considered that way of thinking.” (Dolores) 


The pure look of Nilda, who diligently thinks about how to not fail in the 
first place, is somewhat dazzling for Dolores who is a master of not getting 
scolded even if she cuts corners or, if a scolding seems unavoidable, how to 
minimize the damage. 


“Ah, okay. In that case you have no choice but to learn while getting 
scolded, I think. 


The visitors from outside in this inner palace are people like Octavia-sama. 
As I told you before, since Zenjirou-sama is tolerant towards failure that’s 
not ill-natured, you can learn by repeatedly making mistakes.” (Dolores) 


“Really? I guess that makes sense. Okay, I got it. I will do my best!” (Nilda) 


Nilda tightly clenched her two small fists and nodded, full of spirit after 
hearing Dolores’ words. 


Even after that the maids’ chat continues. 


“That’s true. What we did the other day was simple maintenance. The 
comprehensive maintenance will be done by all the maids after the ! Rainy 


Season] ends. It’s absurdly difficult, so it’s best if you two, Nilda, Luisa, 
prepare yourself from now on.” 


Nilda trembles in reaction to Fay’s words. Luisa nods her head while 
remaining expressionless. 


“I-I will do my best!” (Nilda) 
“Tt’s only natural for the job to be difficult. I’m resolved for that.” (Luisa) 


“T value your enthusiasm, but it’s far crueler than you two can probably 
imagine. Although I suppose it will be fine as long as you’ve prepared 
yourself.” (Dolores) 


Dolores seems somewhat amused. 


Even though Dolores can’t escape the general mobilization of all maids for 
the proper maintenance when the [Rainy Season.) ends either, she 
probably looks forward to it so she can watch the new maids wailing like 
babies. 


Her character might be slightly evil. 


“But since the number of people has grown with Nilda-chan and the others 
joining us, it’s promising, isn’t it~?” (Rethe) 


On the other hand, Rethe says something like that in her usual, carefree 
manner. 


But, even though it’s a little optimistic, what she says isn’t wrong. 


“Well, certainly, if the number of people increases, the individual workload 
will lessen.” (Dolores) 


“But, I wonder what will happen if Nilda’s group officially joins the work?” 
(Fay) 


Fay, who remembered the active maid duty rotation with the current 
number of people, raises such a question. 


“Hmm, won’t the number of people per station increase?” (Nilda) 
“They might create a mobile unit as reserve work forces.” (Luisa) 
Nilda and Luisa discuss it, but everything is just conjecture. 

In reality Zenjirou’s plan is neither of those. 


Zenjirou has suggested to Aura that they allow the maids to take regular 
days off in the event that the number of maids grows. 


Although it might be called a day off, inner palace maids aren’t allowed to 
leave the inner palace, of course. Even so, being free to have the whole day 
for themselves in their own room is meant to allow their minds and bodies 
to relax. 


However, because canceling their holiday and assigning them to a 
workplace based on the head maid’s judgment is possible in emergencies, 
Luisa’s idea of a ! Reserve Work Force.) isn’t necessarily wrong either. 


In any case, the new concept of l Fixed Day OffJ is something that will 
spread through the entire inner palace later on. 


“Oops, it’s getting late. Everyone, let’s start with the clean up.” 
Everyone present stops chatting after Dolores’s remark and stand up. 
“Oki, got it~. I will extinguish the fire in the oven~” (Rethe) 
“Alright, I will put away the buckets then.” (Fay) 


“I will wipe the table, so can you wash the tableware, Nilda, Luisa?” 
(Dolores) 


Nonchalantly going with the flow, Dolores announces that she will wipe the 
table, which is the easiest task, and passes the dish-washing onto her two 
juniors. 


“Yes, I understand!” (Nilda) 


“Roger, I shall start from now.” (Luisa) 


The new maids, who are completely unaware of Dolores’s machinations, 
obediently gather the tableware and carry it to the cooking area. 
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